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ARABELLA STUART. 



*' Thb Ladt Arabella,*' as Bhe bas been frequenUjr estiftled« waa 
deaceaded from Margaret, eldeat daughter of Heniy VII. and con* 
sequently aUied by birth to EUzabethi as well as James I. This 
affinity to tfae throne praved the tnufortttne of her life, as the jea« 
lonsies whkb it constantly ezcited in her n^yal relatiFes, wbo were 
auxioas to prevent her mariTing, shut her out from the eigoyment 
of that domestie hapjMoess whkh her heart appears to have so ferrent- 
ly desired. By a secret^ but early discorered udiqd witb William 
Seymour, son of Lord Beandiamp, she alanned the eabinet of James, 
and the wedded loyers were immedUlel^ plaoed in separate con* 
finement. From this they found means to concert a romantie plan 
of escape ; and having won over a female attendaat, by whose as- 
sistance she was disguised in male attire, Arabella, though thint 
from recent sickness and sufierhig, stole out in the night, and at last 
reached an appointed spot, where a boat and serraats were in waifr- 
ing. She embarked ; and, at break of day, a French vessel, engaged 
to receive her, was discovered and gained. As Seymour, however, 
had not yet arrhed, she was desvous that the vessel should Ue at 
anchor for bim ; but this wish was o?emiled by her companions, who, 
contrary to her entreaties, hoisted sali, " which," says D'Israeli, ** oc* 
casioned so fatal a tormination to this romantie adventore. Seymour, 
indeed, had escaped tnm the Tower ;--'he reached the wharf, and 
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jfband bis confidential man watting with a boat, and arrived at Lee. 
The time pasaed ; the wayea were rising ; Arabella waa not there ; 
but in the diatance he deacried a vessel. Hiring a fisherman to take 
him on board, he diacovered, to bis ^ef, on hailing it, that it waa not 
the French ship charged with bis Arabella } in despair and confusion he 
found another ahip firom Newcastle, which for a lai^e sum altered ita 
course, and landed him in jFlandera.'' — ^Arabella, meantime, whfle 
imploring her attendanta to lioger, and eamestly looking out for the 
expected boat of her husband, waa orertaken in Calaia Roada bj 
a Teasel in the King'a aenice, and brought back to a captiTity, under 
the Buflfering of which her mind and conatitution gradually aank.-— 
"What paased in that dreadiul imprisonment, cannot periiaps be 
recovered for authentic hiatory, — ^but enough is known ; that her 
mind grew impaired, that ahe finaUy loat her reason, and, if the du- 
ration of her imprlsonmenf waa ahort, that it was only terminated by 
her death. Some effuaiona, often begun and neyer ended, written 
and eraaed, incoherent and rational, yet remain among her papers." — 

D'l8RA£u'8 CurionHei of LUerature, ^The foUowing poem, meant 

aa some recordof her fate, andthe imagined fluctuations of her thoughts 
and feelingSy ia supposed to commence doring the time of her firat 
impriaonment, while her mind was yet buoyed up by the conscious- 
neas of Seymour's affection, and the cheriahed hope of eventual 
deli?erance. 
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ARABELLA STUART. 



And iB not lore in Tauii 
Torture enough wiüiottt a ÜTing tomb ? 

Bteok. 

Fennossi al /In il cor che balzo tanto. 

FiKDBMOirTK« 



I. 

'TwAs but a dream ! — ^I saw tbe stag leap free, 

Under the boughs where early birds were singing, 
I stood, o'ershadow'd by tbe greenwood tree, 

And beard, it seemed, a sudden bügle ringing 
Far thro' a royal forest : then tbe fawn 
Shot, like a gleam of ligbt, from grassy lawn 
To secret covert ; and the smooth turf sbook. 
And blies quiver'd by tbe glade's lone brook. 
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And young leaves trembled, as, in fleet career, 
A princely band, with hörn, and hound, and spear, 
Like a rieh masque »wept forth. I saw the dance 
Of their white plumes, that bore a silvery glance 
Into the deep wood's heart ; and all pass'd by, 
Save one — ^I met the smile of one clear eye, 
Flashing out joy to niine. — Yes, thou wert there, 
Seymour ! a sofl wind blew the clustering hair 
Back from thy gallant brow, as thou didst rein 
Thy courser, tuming from that gorgeous train, 
And fling, methought, thy hunting spear away, 
And, lightly graceful in thy green array, 
Bound to my side ; and we, that met and parted, 

£ver in dread of some dark watchful power, 
Won back to childhood's trust, and, fearless-hearted, 

Blent the glad fulness of our thoughts that hour, 
Ev'n like the mingling of sweet streams, beneath 
Dim woven leaves, and midst the floating breath 
Of hidden forest flowers. 



X 
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Ilf 

'Tis past! — I wake^ 
A captive, and alone, and far from thee, 
My love and friend ! Yet fostering, for thy sake, 

A quenchless hope of happiness to be ; 
And feeling still my woman's spirit strong. 
In the deep faith which lifts from earthly wrong, 
A heavenward glance. I know, I know our love 
Shall yet call gentle angels from above, 
By its undying fervour ; and prevaili 
Sending a breath, as of the spring's first gale, 
Thro' hearts now cold ; and, raising its bright face, 
With a free gush of sunny tears erase 
The characters of anguish ; in this trust, 
I bear, I strive, I bow not to the dust, 
That I may bring thee back no faded form, 
No bosom chill'd and blighted by the stonHi 
But all my youth's first treasures, when we meet, 
Making past sorrow, by communion, sweet. 



.^ 
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III. 

And thou too art in bonds !— yet droop thou not, 
Oh, mj belov'd ! — there is otte hopeless lot, 
But one, and that not ours« Beside the dead 
ThtTt sits the grief that mantles up its bead, 
Loathing the laughter and proud pomp of light, 
When darkness, from the vainly-doting sight, 
Covers its beautiful ! ^ If thou wert gone 

To the grave's bosom, with thy radiant brow, — 
If thy deep-thrilling voice, with that low tone 

Of eamest tenderness, which now, ev'n now, 
Seems fioatiiig thro' my sbul, were music taken 
For ever from this world, — oh ! thus forsaken, 
Could I bear on ?-— thou liv'st, thou liv'st, thou'rt mine ! 
With this glad thought I make my heart a shrine, 
And by the lamp which quenchless there shall bum, 
Sit, a lone watcher for the day's return. 



ARABELLA STUART. 13 

IV* 

And lo ! the joy that cometh with the morning, 

Brightly victorioos o'er the hours of care ! 
I have not w^tch'd in vain» serenely sqonung 

The wild and busy wUbspers of despair ! 
Thou has sent tidings, as of heaven. — I wait 

The hour, the sign, for blesised flight to thee« 
Oh ! for the skylark's wing that seeks its mate 

As a stsyr shoots !-*4)ttt on the breezy sea 
Wo shall meet sooa.— -To tbinfc of such an hour ! 

Will not my heart» o'erburden'd by its blisSy 
Faint and give way withm me, as a flower 

Borne down and perishiog by noontide's kiss ? ^^ 

Tet shall I ftw that lot?— ^the perfect rest, 
The füll deep joy of dying on thy breast, 
After long-sufiering won ? So rieh a close 
Too seldom crowns with peace affection's woes. 
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T. 

Sunset !— I teil each moment — ^from the skies 
The last red splendour floats along my wall, 

Like a king's banner ! — Now it melts, it dies ! 
I See one star — I hear — ^twas not the call, 

Th' expected voiee ; my quick heart throbb'd too soon« 

I must keep vigil tili yon rising moon « 

Shower down less golden light. Beneaith her beam 

Thro' my lone lattice pour'd, I sit and dream 

Of Summer lands afar, where holy love, 

ünder the vine, or in the citron-grove, 

May breathe from terror. 

Now the night grows deep, 

And silent as its clouds, and füll of sleep. 

I hear my veins beat. — Hark ! a bell's slow chime. 

My heart strikes with it. — ^Yet again — 'tis time! 

A Step ! — a voiee l— or but a rising breeze ? 

Hark !-^-4iast6 !-^I come, to meet thee on the seas. 
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VI. 

Now never more, oh ! never, in the worth 
Of its pure cause, let sorrowing love on earth 
Trust fondly — ^never more ! — the hope is crush'd 
That lit my life, the voice within me hush'd 
That spoke sweet oracles ; and I retum 
To lay my youth, as in a burial-um, 
"Where sunshine may not find it.— All is lost! 
No tempest met our barks — no billow toss'd ; 
Yet were they sever'd, ev'n as we must be, 
That so have lov'd, so striven our hearts to free 
From their close-coiling fate ! In vain — ^in vain ! 
The dark links meet, and clasp themselves again, 

And press out lifo. — Upon the deck I stood, 

« 
And a white sail came gUding o'er the flood, 

Like some proud bird of ocean ; then mine eye 

Strained out, one moment earlier to descry 

The form it ached for, and the bark's career 

Seem'd slow to that fond yeaming : It drew near, 
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Fraught with our foes ! — ^What boots it to recall 
The strife, the tears ! Once more a prison-wall 
Shuts the green hills and woodlands from my sight, 
And joyous glance of waters to the light, 
And thee, my Seymour^ thee ! 

I will not sitik ! 
Thou, thou hast rent ihe heavy chain th^t bound 
thee; 
And Ulis shall be niy strength — the joy to ihtnk 
That thou mayst wander with heaven's breath around 
thee; 
And all the laughing sky ! This thought shall yet 
Shine o'er my heart, a radiant amulet, 
Guarding it from despair. Thy bonds are broken. 
And unto me, I know, thy true love's token 
Shall one day be delirerance, tho' the years 
Lie dim between, o'erhung with mists of tears. 
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VII. 

My friend, my friend ! where art thou ? Day by day, 
Gliding, like some dark moumful streamy-away, 
My silent youth flows from me. Spring, the whäe, 

Cornea and rains beauty on the kindling boi]|^ 
Round hall and hantlet ; Summer, with her smile, 

Fills the green forest ;-^young hearts breathe their 
vows ; 
Brothers long parted meet ; fair children rise 
Round the glad board ; Hope Iaugh3 from loving eyes: 
All this is in the world ! — These joys lie sown, 
The dew of every path — On one alone 
Their fireshness may not fall — the stricken deer, 
Dying of thirst with all the waters near. 



VIII. 

Ye are from dingle and fresh glade, ye flowers ' 
By some kind band to cheer my dungeon sent ; 

O'er you the oak shed down the summer showers, 
And the lark's nest was where your bright cups beut, 

2* 
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Quivering to breeze and rsdn-drop, like the sheen 
Of twilight Stars. On you Heaven's eye hath been, 
Thro' the leaves, pouring its dark sultry blue 
Into your glowing hearts ; the bee to you 
Hath murmur'd, and the rilL — My soul grows faint 
With passionate yearning, as its quick dreams paint 
Tour haunts by dell and stream, — the green, the free, 
The füll of all sweet sound, — the shut from rae ! 



IX. 

There went a swift bird singing past my cell — 
O Love and Freedom ! ye are lovely things ! 
With you the peasant on the hills may dwell, 

And by the streams ; but I — ^the blood of kings, 
A proud, unmingling river, thro' my veins 
Flows in lone brightness,— ^and its giflts are chidns! 
Kings ! — I had silent visions of deep bliss, 
Learing tiieir thrones far distant, and for this 



r 
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I am cast under their triumphal car, 

An insect to be crush'd. — Oh ! Heaven is far, — 

Earfh pitiless ! 



Dost thou forget me, Seymour ? I am prov'd 

So long, so sternly ! Seymour, my belov'd ! 

There are such tales of holy marvels done 

By strong affection, of deliverance won 

Thro' its prevailing power ! Are these things told 

Till the young weep with rapture, and the old 

Wonder, yet dare not doubt, — and thou, oh ! thou, 

Dost thou forget me in my hope's decay ? — 
Thou canst not ! — thro' the silent night, ev'n now, 

I, that need prayer so much, awake and pray 
Stil) first for thee.— Oh ! gentle, gentle friend ! 
How shall I bear this anguish to the cnd ? 



Aid !— comes there yet no aid ? — the voice of blood 
Passes Heaven's gate, ev'n ere the crimson flood 
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Sinks thro' the greensward ! — ^is there not a cry 

From the wrung heart, of power, thro' agony, 

To pierce the clouds ? Hear, Mercy ! hear me ! Nene 

That bleed and weep beneath the smiling sun, 

Have heavier cause ! — ^yet hear ! — my soul grows 

dark — 
Who hears the last shriek from the sinking bark, 
On the mid seas, and with the storm alone. 
And bearing to th' abyss, unseen, unknown, 
Its freight of human hearts ? — th' o'ermastering wave ! 
Who shall teil how it rush'd — and none to save ? 

Thou hast forsaken me ! I feel, I. know, 
There would be rescue if this were not so. 
Thou'rt at the chase, thou'rt at the festive board, 
Thou'rt where the red wine free and high is pour'd, 
Thou'rt where the dancers meet ! — a magic glass 
Is set within my soul, and proud shapes pass, 
Flushing it o'er with pomp from bower and hall ;-^ 
I see one shadow, stateliest there of all, — 
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Thine /-«-What dost ikou amidst the bright and fair, 

WUspering light words, and mocking my despair ? 

It is not well of theo !— my love was more 

Than fiery song may breathe, deep thougbt explore, 

And there thou smilest, while my heart is dying, 

With all its blighted hopes around it lying ; 

Ev'n thou, on whom they hung their last green leaf— - 

Tet smile, smile on! too bright art thou for grief i 

Death !— what, is death a lockM and treasurM thing, 

Guarded by swörds of fire t' a bidden spring, 

A fabled fruit, that I shoüld tiius endure, 

As if the World within me held no eure ? 

Wherefore not spread free wings— Heaven, Heaven ! 

öontroul 
These thoughts — ^they rush — I look into my soul 
As down a gulf, and tremble at th' array 
Of fierce forms cro^ding it ! Give strength to pray , 
So shall their dark host pass. 



-•V 
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The storm is still'd. 

Father in Heaven ! Thou, only thou, canst sound 
The heart's great deep, with floods of anguish fill'd, 

For human line too fearfuUy profound. 
Therefore, forgive, my Father l if Thy child, 
Rock'd OQ its heaving darkness, hath grown wild. 
And sinn'd m her despair ! It well may be> 
That Thou wouldst lead my spirit back to Thee, 
By the crush'd hope too long on this world pour'd, 
The stricken love which hath perchance ador'd 
A mortal in Thy place ! Now let me strive 
With Thy strong arm no more ! Forgive, forgive ! 
Take me to peace ! 

And peace at last is nigh* 

A sign is on my brow, a token sent 
Th' o'erwearied dust, from home : no breeze flits by, 

But calls me with a stränge sweet whisper, blent 
Of many mysteries. 
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Hark ! the waming tone 
Deepens— its word is Death. Alone, alone, 
And sad in youth, but chastenM, I depart, 
Bowing to heaven. Tet, yet my woman's heart 
Shall wake a spirit and a power to bless, 
£v'n in this hour's o'ershadowing fearfulness, 
Thee, its first love ! — oh ! tender still, and true ! 
Be it forgotten if mine anguish threw 
Drops from its bitter fountain on thy name, 
Tho' but a möment. 

Now, with fainting frame, 
WitU soul jast lingering on the fiight begun, 
To bind for theo its last dim thoughts in one, 
I bless thee ! Peace be on thy noble head, 
Tears of bright fame, when I am with the dead ! 
I bid this prayer survive me, and retain 
Its might, again to bloss thee, and again ! 
Thou hast been gather'd into my dark fate 
Too much ; too long^ for my sake, desolate 
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Hath been thine exiled youth ; but now take back, 
From dying bands, thj freedom, and re-track 
(After a few'^kind tears for ber wbose days 
Went out in dreams of tbee) the suiiny ways 
Of bope, and find thou happiness ! Yet send, 
Ev'n then, in silent hours a thought, deax friend l 
Down to my voiceless Chamber ; for tby love 
Hath been to me all gifts of earth above, 
Tfao' bought with bumlng tears ! It is tbe sting 
Of death to leave that vainlj-precious thing 
In this cold world ! What were it then, if thou, 
With thy fond eyes, wert gazing on me now ? 
Too keen a pang ! — Farewell ! and yet once more, 
Farewell ! — the passion of long years I pour 
Into that Word t thou hear'st not, — ^but the wo 
And fervour of its tones may one day flow 
To thy heart^s holy place ; there let them dwell— 
We shall o'ersweep the grave to meet-^Farewell ! 
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THE BRIDE OF THE GREEK ISLE.« 



Fear ! — ^I'm a Graek, and how ahould I fear deatii ? 
A slave, and wherefore should I dread my fireedom ? 

* « • * ifi >lc « 

I ^Ul not live degraded. 



GoME from the woods with the dtron-flowers, 
Come ^th your lyres for the festal hours, 
Maids of bright Scio i They came, and the breeze 
Bore their sweet songs o'er the Grecian seas ;— > 
Tbey came, and Eudora stood rob'd and crown'd, 
The bride of the mom, with her train around. 

* Founded o^ a circumstanee rdated in the Second Seties of the 
Curiontiefl of laterature, and forming part of a picture in the 
*^PainUd Btographff^ there described. 
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Jewels flash'd out from her braided hair, 
Like stany dews midst the roses there ; 
Pearls on her bosom quiveting shone, 
HeavM by her heart thro' its golden zoae ; 
But a brow, as those gems of the ocean pale, 
Gleam'd from beneath her transparent veil ; 
Changeful and faint was her fair cheek's hue, 
Tho' clear as a flo wer which the light looks through ; 
And the glance of^her dark resplendent eye, 
For the aspect of woman at times too high, 
Lay floating in mists, which the troubled stream 
Of the soul sent up o'er its fervid beam. 

She look'd on the vine at her fatheir's door, 
Like one that is leaving his native shore ; 
She hung o^er the myrtle once call'd her own, 
As it greenly wav'd by the threshold stone ; 
She turA'd— and her mother's gaze brought back 
Each hue of her childhood's faded track. 
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Oh ! hush the song, and let her tears 

Flow to the dream of her early years ! 

Holy and pure are the drops that fall 

When the young hride goes from her father's hall ; 

She goes unto love yet untried and new, 

She parts from love which hath still been tnie ; 

Mute be the song and the choral strain, 

Till her heart*s deep well-spring ia clear again ! 

She wept on her mother's ^tbful breast, 

Ltike a habe that sobs itself to rest ; 

She wept — yet laid her band awhile 

In hü that waited her dawning smile. 

Her souPs affianced, nor cherish'd less 

For the gush of nature's tendemess ! 

She lifted her graceful head at last — 

The choking swell of her heart was past ; 

And her lovely thoughts from their cells found way 

^In the sudden flow of a plaintive lay«' 
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THE BRIDE's FAREWELL. 

Why do I weep ?— to leave the vine . 

Whose Clusters o'er me bend, — 
The myrtie-r-yet, oh ! call it mine ! — 

The flowers I lov'd to tend. 
A thousand thoughts of all things dear, 

Like shadows o'er me sweep, 
I leave my sunny childhgod here» 

Oh, therefore let me weep ! 

I leave thee, sister ! we have play'd 

Thro' many a joyous hour, 
Where the silvery green of the olive shade 

Hung dim o'er fount and bowen 
Tes, thou and I, by stream, by shore, 

In song, in prayer, in sleep, 
Have been as we may be no more — 

Kind sister, let me weep ! 



THE BRIDE OF THE GKEEK I8I1E. 29 

I leave thee, father f Eve's bright moon 

Must now ligfat other feet, 
With the gather'd grapes, and the lyre in tdne, 

Thy homeward step to greet. 
^ Thou in whose voice, to bless thy child, 

Lay tones of love so deep, 
Whose eye o'er all my youth hath amiled — 

I leave thee ! let me weep t 

Mother ! I leaye thee ! od thy breast, 

Fouriag out joy and wo, 
I have found that holy place of rest 

Still changeless, — ^yet I go ! 
Lips, that have lull'd me with your strain, 

Eyes, that have watch'd my sleep ! 
Will eartfa give love like yours again ? 

Sweet mother ! let me weep ! 



And like a slight young tree, that throws 

The weight of rain from its drooping boughs, 

3* 
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Once more ahe wept But a changeful thing 
Is the human heart, as a mountain spring, 
That works its way, thro' the torrent's foam, 
To the bright pool near it, the lily's home ! 
It is well ! — the cloud, on her soul that lay, 
Hath melted in glittering drops away. 
Wake again, mingle, sweet flute and Ijrre ! 
She tun^s to her lover, she leaves her sire. 
Mother ! on earth it must still be so, 
Thou rearest the lovely to see them go ! 

They are moving onward, the bridal throng, 

Te may track their way by the swells of song ; 

Te may catch thro' the foliage their white rohes' gleam, 

Like a swan midst the reeds of a shadowy stream. 

Their arms bear up garlands, their gliding tread 

Is over die deep-vein'd violet's bed ; 

They have light leaves around them, blue skies above, 

An arch for the triumph of youth and iore ! 
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II. 

Still and sweet was the home that stdod 
In Übe flowering depths of i^ Grecian wood, 
With the soft grsen ligfat o'er its low roof spread, 
As if from tbe glow of aa emerald shed, 
Pouring thro' lime-leaves tbat mingled on high| 
Asleep in the silence of noon's ciear sky. 

Citrons amidst their dark foliage glow'd, 

Making a gleam round the lone ahode ; 

Laurels o'erhong it, whose fäintest shiver 

Scatter'd out rays like a glancing river ; 

Stars of the Jasmine its piUars crownM, 

Yine-stalks its lattice and walls had bound« 

And brightly before it a fountain's play 

Flung showers thro' a thicket of glossy bay, 

To a cypress which rose in diat flashing rain^ 

Like one tall shaft of some fallen fiuie. 

And thitlier landiis had brought bis bride. 
And tbe guests were met by Ihat fountain-side ; 



/ 
/ 
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They lifled the veil from Eudora's face, 
It smiled out soflly in pensive grace, 
With Ups of lovc, and a brow serene, 
Meet for the soul of the deep wood-scene.*- 
Bring wine, bong odours ! — ^the board is spread — 
Bring roses ! a chaplet for every head ! 
The wine-cups foam'd, and the rose was shower'd 
On the young and fair from the world embower'd, 
The sun look'd noton thent in that sweet shade, 
The winds amid scented boughs were laid ; 
But there came by fits, thro' some wavy tree» 
A sound and a gleam of the moaning sea. 

Hush ! be still !— »was that no more 
Than the murmur from tfae shore ? 
Silence !-*-Hlid thick rain-drops beat 
Od the grass like trampling feet? — 
Fling down the goblet, and draw the sword ! 
The groves are filled with a pirate-borde ! 
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Thro' the dim olives their sabres ahme ;— 
Now must the red blood stream for wine ! 

Hie youths from the banquet to battle sprang, 

The woods with the shriek of ihe maid^is rang ; 

ünder the golden-finiited boughs 

There were flashing poniards, and darkeniog brows, 

Footsteps, o'er garland and lyre that fled i 

And the d jing soon ^n a greensward bed. 

Eudora, Eudora ! ilum dost not fly !-<— 

She saw but lanthia before her lie, 

With the blood from bis breast m a gushing flow, 

Like a child's large tears in its hour of wo, 

And a gathering film in bis lifted eye, 

That sought his young bride out moumfully.*^ 

She knelt down beside bim, her arms she wound, 

tSke tendrils, his drooping neck around, 

As if the passion of that fond grasp 

Might chain in life with its ivy-clasp. 
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But they tore her thenoe in her wild desptdr, 
The sea's fierce rovers-— they left him there ; 

» 

They left to the fountain a dark-red Vein, 
And on the wet violets a pile of slain, 
And a hush of fear thro' the summer-grove,- 
So clos'd the triumph of youth and love ! 



iir. 
Gloomy lay the shore that night, 
When the moon, with ^leeping light, 
Bath'd each purple Sciote hill, — 
Gloomy lay the shore, and still. 
O'er the wave no gay guitar 
Sent its floating music far ; 
No glad sound <^ dancing feet 
Woke, the stariy hours to greet. 
But a voice of mortal wo, 
In its changes wild or low, 
Thro' the midnight's blue repose, 
From the sea-beat rocks arose, 



THE BRIDE 6F THE OREEK I8LE. 35 

As Eudora's mother stood 
Gaziog o'er t}^' Eg^an flood» 
With a fix'd and straining eje^-* 
Oh ! was the spoilers' vessel nigb t 
Tes ! there, becalm'd in silent sleep, 
Dark and alone on a breathless de^, 
On a sea of molten silver dark, 
Brooding it frownM that evil bark ! 
There its broad pennon a shadow cast, 
Moveless and black fron) the tall still mast, 
And the heavy sound of its flapping sail, 
Idly and vainly wooed the gale. * ^ 

Hash'd was all eise— *had ocean's breast 
Rock'd e'en Eudora that hour to rest ? 

To rest 1 — the waves tremble ! — ^what piercing cry 
Bursts from the heart of the ship on high ? 
"What light through the heavens, in a sudden spire, 
Shoots from the deck up ? Fire! 'tisfire! 



• 
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There are wild forms hurrying to and fro, 

Seen darkly clear on that lurid glow ; 

There are shout, and signal-gun, and call, 

And the dasbing of water,-^ut fniitless all ! 

Man may not fetter, nor ocean tarne 

The might and wrath of the rushing flame ! 

It bath twined the mast like a glittering snake, 

That coils up a tree from a dusky brake ; 

It bath touch'd the sails, and their canvass roUs 

Away from its breath into shrivelPd scrolls ; 

It bath taken the flag's high place in air, 

And redden'd the stars with its wavy glare, 

And sent out bright arrows, and soar'd in glee, 

To a buming mount midst the moonlight sea. 

The swimmers are plunging from stem and* prow— 

Eudora, Eudora ! where, where art thou ? 

The slave and bis master alike are gone.-^ 

Mother ! who Stands on the deck alone ? 

The child of thy bosom !-*-and lo ! jk brand 

Blazing up high in her lifted hand ! 
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And her veil flung back, and her free dark hair 

Sway'd by the flames as they tock and flarci 

And her fragile form to its loftiest height 

DUated, as if by the spirit's migfat, 

And her eye with an eagle-gladness firangfat,— - 

Oh ! could this work be of woman wrought T 

Tes ! 'twas her deed ! — ^by that haughty sttiile 

It was her's !-^Sfae hath kmdled her funeral pile ! 

Never might shame on that bright head be, 

Her blood was the Greek's, and hath made her free. 

Proudly she Stands, like an Indian bride 

On the pyre with the holy dead beside ; 

But a shriek from her «netiier hath caught her ear, 

As the flames to her marriage-robe draw near, 

And starting, she spreads her pale arms in vain 

To the form they must neyer infold again. 

One moment more, and her hands are clasp'd. 
Fallen is the torch they had wildly grasp'd. 
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Her sinking knee unto Heaven is bow'd, 
And her last look rais'd thro' the smoke's dim shroudy 
And her lips as in prayer for her pardon move — 
Now the night gathers o'er youth and love !* 



* Originally published, as weU as seTeral other of these RecorcU, 
ID the /few Monihly Magazine, 



THE SWITZER'S WIFE. 



Werner Staufiacher, one ofthe three confedeiates of the 
field of GrutU, had been alarmed by the envy with which 
the Austrian Bailiff, Landenberg, had noticed the appear- 
ance of wealth and comfort whic)i distinguished his dweli- 
ing. It was not, howerer, untfl roiued by the entreatiea 
of his wife, a woman who seema to bare been of an heroic 
apirit, that he was induced to deliberate with his friends 
lipon the measures by which Switzerland was finally d^ 
lirered. 



") 
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THE SWITZERS WIFE. 



Nor look nor tone reyealeth aught 
Sare woman's quietness of thought ; 
And yet •round her is a light 
Of mward mi^jesty and might» 

M. J. J. 

* * * * * 

Wer solch ein herz an seinen Busen druckt. 
Der kann für berd und hof mit freuden fechten. 

WlLLHOLH TbLL. 



It was the time when children bound to meet 
Their father's homeward step from field or hill, 

And when the herd's returning bells are sweet 
In the Swiss Valleys, and the lakes grow still, 

And the last note of that wild hom swells by, 

Which haunts the exile's heart with melody. 

4* 
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And loveiy smU'd fiill many an Alpine home, 
Touch'd with the crimson of the dying hour, 

Which üt its low roof by the torrent's foam, 

And pierced its lattice thro' the vine-hung bowef ; 

But one, the loyeliest o'er the land tbat rose, 

Theo first look'd mournful in its green repose, 

For Werner sat beneath the lindep-tree, 
Tbat sent its lulling whispers through his door, 

Ev'n as man sits whose heart alone would bo 
Witb some deep care, and thus can find no mor^ 

Th' accustomM joy in aU which evening brings, 

Gathering a housebold with her quiet wings. 

His wife stood hush'd before him,— sad, yet mild 
In her beseeching mien ; — ^he mark'd it not. 

The silvery laughter of his bright-hair'd child 

Rang from the greensward round the shelter'd spot, 

But seem'd uqheard ; until at l^st the boy 

B4Md'<Jtfroia his heap'd up flowers a glance of joy. 
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And met bis father's face : but then a cbange 
Fass'd swifUy o'er tbe brow of tnfiuit glee, 

And a quick sense of sometbing dimly stränge 
BrougbC hini from play to stand beside tbe knee 

So oflen climb'd, and lifl bis loving eyes 

Tbat shone througb clouds of sorrowful surprise, 

Then tbe proud bosom of tbe strong man shook ; 

But tenderly bis babe's faur motber laid 
Het band on bis, and witb a pieading lock, 

Tbro' tears balf quiyeringy o'er bim bent, and said, 
*' Wbat grief, dear fiiend, batb made tby heart its prey, 
Tbat thou shouldst tum tbee from our love away ? 

^' It is too sad to see tbee thns, my friend ! 

Mark'st tbou tbe wonder on tby bo/s fair brow, 
Missing tbe smile from tbine ? Ob ! cbeer tbee ! bend 

To bis soft armsy unseal tby tbougbts e'en now I 
Tbou dost not kindly to witUiold tbe share 
Of tried affection in tby secret careV 
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He looked up into that sweet earnest face, 
But sternly, mournfully : not yet the band 

Was loosen'd from bis soul ; its inmost place 
Not ye't.unveiPd by love's o'ermastering band. 

" Speak low !" he cried, and pointed wbere on bigh 

Tbe wbite Alps glitter'd tbro' tbe solemn sky : 

^' We must speak low amidst our ancient hüls 
And tbeir free tonents ; for the days are come 

When tyranny lies coucb'd by forest-rills, 

And meets tbe sbepherd in bis mountain-bomew 

60, pour the wine of our own grapes in fear, 

Keep silence by the bearth ! its foes are near. 

*' The envy -of the oppresspr's eye hatb been 

Upon my beritage. I sit to-night 
Under my housebold tree, if not serene, 

Tet with tbe faces best-belov'd in sight : 
To-morrow eve may find me cbain'd, and thee — 
How cw I bear tbe boy's young smiles to see V* 
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The bright blood lefl that youthful modier's cheek ; 

Back on the linden-stem she lean'd her tormj 
And her lip trembled, as it strove to speak, 

Like a fraü harp-atring, shaken by the atorm. 
'Twas bat a mometit, and the faintness pass'dy 
And die free Alpine spirit woke at last. 

And she, that erer thro* her home had mov'd 
With the meek thoughtfulness and quiet smfle 

Of woman, calmly loiring and belov'd, . 
And timid in her happineas the white, 

Stood brightly forth, and stedfastly, that hour, 

Her clear glance kindling into sudden power. 

Ay, pale she stood, but with an eye of light, 
And took her fair cbild to her holy breast, 

And lifted her soft voice, ihat gather'd might 
As it found language : — '^ Are we thus oppr^ss'd ? 

Then must we rise upon our mountain*sod, 

And man must arm, and woman call on 6od l 
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^' I know what thou wouldst do, — ^and be it done ! 

Thy soul is darken'd with its fears for me. 
Trust me to Heaven, my husband ! — ^this, thy son, 

The habe whom I have born thee, must be free ! 
And the sweet memory of our pleasant hearth 
May well give strength — if aught be streng on earth. 

'< Thou hast been brooding o'er the silent dread 
Of my desponding tears ; now lifl once more, 

M y hunter of the hüls ! thy stately head, 
And let thine eagle glance my joy restore ! 

I can bear eil, but seeing thee subdued, — 

Take to thee back thine own undaunted mood. 

^ 60 forth beside the waters, and along 
The chamois-paths, and thro^ the forests go ; 

And teil, in buming words, thy tale of wrong 
To the brave hearts that midst the hamlets glow. 

6od shall be with thee, my belov'd ! — Away ! 

Bless but thy child, and leave me,— *I can pray !'' 
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He sprang up like a warrior-youth awaking 
To clarion-sounds upon the ringing air ; 

He caught her to bis breast, while proud tears breakiog 
From bis dark eyes, feU o'er ber braided hair,-*- 

And " Wortby art tbou," was bis joyous cry, 

'^ Tbat man for tbee sbould gird himself to die. 

<' My beide, my wife, the mother of my child ! 

Now shall thy name be armour to my beart ; 
And this our land, by chains no more defiled, 

Be taught of theo to choose the better part ! 
I go— thy spirit on my words sball dwell, 
Thy gentle voice shall stir the Alps — Farewell !" 

And thus they parted, by the*quiet lake, 
In the clear starlight : he, the strength to rouse 

Of the free hills ; sbe, thoughtful for bis sake, 
To rock her child beneath the whispering bougbs 

Singing its blue, half-curtain'd eyes to sleep, 

Witfa a low hymu; amidst the stillness deep. 



PROPERZIA ROSSI. 



ProperziaRossii a celebrated female sculptor of Bolognai poMened 
abo of talents for poetrj and miuic, died in eonaequence of an unre- 
qqited attadunent. — ^A painting by Ducis, representa her shuwii^ her 
last woric, a baaso-relieyo of Ariadne, to a Boman Knight, the ol^fect 
of her afiectioD, who regards it with indifference. 
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FROFERZIA ROSSI. 



Teil me no more, no more 



Of my souPs lofly gifls ! Are tbey not rain 
To quench its haunting thint for happineM 7 
Have I Dot lov'd, and striTen, and failM to bind 
One tnie heart unto me, whereoD my own 
Might find a resting-place, a home for aU 
Its bürden of aflections ? I depart, 
Unknown, tho' Farne goes with me ; I must letve 
The earth unknown, Tet it may be that death 
Shall giye my name a power to win such tears 
As would have made Ufe precious. 



I. 
One dream of passion and of beauty more ! 
And in its biight fulfilment let roe pour 
Mj soul away ! Let earth retain a trace 
Of that which lit my being, tho' its race 
Might have been loflier far. — ^Yet one more dream ! 
From my deep spirit one victorious gleam 
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Ere I depart ! For thee alone, for thee ! 

May this last work» this farewell triumph be, 

Thou, lov'd so vainly ! I would leave enshrined 

Something immortal of my heart and mind, 

That yet may speak to thee when I am gone, 

Shaking thine ipmost bosom witb a tone 

Of lost afiecUon ;— something that may prove 

What she hath been, whose melancholy love 

On thee was lavish'd ; silent pang and tear, 

And Tervent song, äiat gush'd when none were near, 

And dream by night, and weary thought by day, 

Stealing the brightness firom her life away,*^ 

Whilc thou— — Awake ! not yet within me die, 

Under the bürden and the agony 

Of this vain tendemess,— my spirit, walce ! 

Ev'n for thy sorrowful afiection's sake, 

Live ! in thy work breathe out ! — that he may yet, 

Feeling sad mast^ there, perchance regret 

Thine unrequited gifl. 



^m^m^m^^^F^mmmmmt 
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II. 

It comes, — the power 
Within me born, flows back ; my fruitless dower 
That could not win me love. Yet once again 
I greet it proudly, with its rushing train 
Of glorious Images : — they tbrong — they press — 
A sudden joy lights up my loneliness, — 
I sball not perish all ! 

Tbe brigbt work grows 
Beneath my band, unfolding, as a rose, 
Leaf aller leaf, to beauty ; linö by line, 
I fix my thought, heait, soul, to bum, to shiae, 
Tbro' tbe pale marble's veins. It grows-^-and now 
I give my own life's bistory to tby brow, 
Forsaken Ariadne ! thou sbalt wear 
My form, my lineaments ; but oh ! more.fair, 
Toucb'd into loveUer being by the glow 

Which in me dwells, as by the summer-light 
All things are glorified. From thee my wo 

Sball yet look beautiful to meet his sight, 

5* 
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When I am pass'd away. Thou art the mould 
Wherein I pour the fenreät thoughts, th' untold, 
The self-consuming ! Speak to faim of me, 
Thou, the deserted by the lonely sea, 
With the soft sadness of thine earnest eye, 
Speak to him, lom one ! deeply, mournfuUy, 
Of all my love and grief ! Oh ! couki I throw 
Into thy frame a voice, a sweet, and low, 
And thrilling voke of song ! when he came nigh, 
To send the passion of its melody 
Thro' his pierc'd bosom — on its tones to bear 
My life's deep feeiing, as the southem air 
Wafts the faint m3nrtle's breath, — ^to rise, to swell, 
To sink away in accents of farewell, 
Winning but one, one gush of tears, whose flow 
Surely my parted spirit yet might know, 
If loYO be streng as death ! 
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in. 

Now fair thoa art, 
Thou form, whose life ia of my buming heaYt ! 
Tet all the vision that within me wrougfat, 

I cannot make thee ! Oh ! I might have given 
Birth to creations öf far nobler thought, 

I might have kindled, with the fire of heaven) 
Things not of such as die ! But I have been 
rToo much alone ; a heart whereon to lean, 
With all these deep affections, that o'erflow 
Mj aching soul, and find no shore below ; 
An eye to be my star, a voice to bring 
Hope o'er my path, like sounds that breathe of spring, 
These are denied me — dreamt of still in vain,— - 
Therefore my brief aspirings from the chain, 
Are ever bat as some wild fitful song, 
Rising triumphantly, to die ere long 
In dirge-like echoes. 






-.««•cd 
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IV. 

Yet the world will see 
Little of this, my parting work, in thee, 

Thou shalt have fame ! Oh, mockery ! give the reed 
From storms a shelter, — give the drooping vine 
Something round which its tendrils may entwine,— 

Give the parch'd flower a rain-drop, and the meed 
Öf love^s kind words to woman ! Worthless fame ! 
That in his hosom wins not for my name 
Th' abiding-place it ask'd ! Yet how my heart, 
In its own fairy world of song and art, 
Once beat for praise ! — Are those high longings o'er ? 
That which I have been can I be no more ? — 
Never, oh ! never more ; tho' still thy sky 
Be blue as then, my glorious Italy ! 
And tho' the music, whose rieh breathings üll 
Thine air with soul, be wandering past me still, 
And tho' the mantle of thy sunlight streams, 
Unchang'd on forms, instinct with poet-dreams ; 
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Never, oh ! never more ! Where'er I move, 

The shadow of this broken^hearted love 

Is on me and around ! Too well they know, 

Whose life is all within, too soon and well, 
Wlien there the blight hath settled ; — ^but I go 

Under the silent wings of peace to dwell ; 
From the slow wasting, from the lonely patn, 
The inward burning of tfaose words-*-^' t» «am»" 

Sear'd on the heart«*I go. 'Twill soon be past. 
Sunshine, and song, and brigbt Italian heaven, 

And thou, oh ! thou, on whom my sptrit cast 
ünvalued wealth,-^wfao know'st not what was gtven 
In that devotednessy^^the sad, and deep, 
And unrepaid — ^farewell ! If I could weep 
Once, only once, belov'd one ! on thy breast, 
Pouring my heart forth ere I sink to rest ! 
But that were happiness, and unto me 
Earth's gifl isfame, Yet I was form'd to be 
So richly blest ! With thee to watch the sky, 
Speakmg not, feeling but that thod wert nigh ; 
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« 

With thee to listen, while the tones of song 

Swept ev'n as part of our sweet air along, 

To listen silently ; — with thee to gaze 

On forms, the deified of blden days, 

This had been joy enough ; — and hour by hour, 

From its glad well-springs drinkiag life and power, 

How had my spirit soar'd, and made its fame 

A glory for thy brow ! — Dreams, dreams !— 4he fire 
Bums faint within me. Yet I leave my name— • 

As a deep thrill may linger on the lyre 
When its füll chords are hush'd — awhile to live, 
And one day haply in thy heart revive 
Sad thoughts of me : — I leave it, with a sound, 
A spell o'er memory, mournfully profound, 
I leave it, on my countiy's air to dwell,— » 
Say proudly yet — " ^Twas her^s who lov^d me tvell /" 



GERTRUDE, 
OR FIDELITY TILL DEATH. 



Thc( BaroQ Von Der Wart, accused, though it u beUeved uigustlf, 
as an accomplice in the asaassmation of the £niperor Albert, was 
bound alive on the wheel, and attended by bis wife Gertrude, througb- 
out bis last agonizing bours, with the most beroic detotedness. Her 
own siifferingS) witb tbose of ber nnfortunate bosband, are mmt af- 
fectingly deacribed in a letter wbich she afterwards addressed to a fe- 
male friend, and wbicb was published some years ago, at Haarlem, in 
a book entitled Gertrude Von Der Wart, or Fidelity unto Deatb. 
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GERTRUDE, 
OR FffiELITY TILL DEATH. 



D&rk lowers our fate, 
And terzible the storm that gathers o'er us ; 
But Dothing, tili that tatest agony 
Which seTers thee irom nature, shall uiüoose 
This fiz'd and sacred hold. In thy daifc prison-house, 
In the terrifip face of armed law, 
Yea, on the scaffold, if it needs must be, 
I ne?er will forsake thee. 

JOANNA BaILLIE. 



Her hands were clasp'd, her daxk eyes rais'd, 
The breeze tfarew back her hair ; 

Up to the fearful wheel &he gaz'd — 
AU that she lov'd was there. 
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The night was round her clear «ad cold, 

The holy heaven above» 
Its pale Stars watching to behoid 

The might of eartUy love. 



^^ And bid me not depart,'' she cried^ 

'^ My Rudolph, say not so ! 
This is no time to quit thy side, 

Peace, peace f I cannot go. 
Hath the world aught for me to iear, 

When death is on thy brow ? 
The World ! what means it ? — mine is fcere— - 

I will not leave thee now. 



'' I have been with thee in thine hour 

Of glory and of bliss ; 
Doubt not its memory's living power 

To strengthen me thro^ this ! 
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And thou, mine honour'd love and true, 

Bear on, bear nobly on ! 
We have the blessed heaven in view, 

Whose rest shall soon be won." 



And were not tbese bigh words to flow 

From woman's breaking heart 1 
Thro' all tbat night of bitterest wo 

Sbe bore her lofly part ; 
But oh ! witfa such a glazing eye, 
. With such a curdling cheek — 
Love, love ! of mortal agony, 
Thou, only thou shouldst speak ! 



The wind rose high, — ^but with it rose 
Her voice, that he niight hear : 

Perchance that dark hour brought repose 
To happy bosoms near ; 



GESTBUBE. 

T?liUe she sat striTiiig widi despair 
Beside bis tortored fonn, 

And pouring her deep sool in prajer 
Fortfa on die nishing storm. 
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She wiped the death-damps from bis brow, 

With her pale hands and soft, 
Whose touch upon the Inte^chords low, 

Had still'd bis heart so oft. 
She spread her manüe o'er bis breast, 

She bath'd bis lips widi dewy 
And on bis cheeks such kisses press'd 

As hope and joy ne'er knew. 



Oh ! lovely are je, Love and Faitb, 

Enduring to the last ! 
She had her meed— -one smile in death— * 

And bis wom spirit pass'd. 



^^^ 



■■^»-"^i^»^'^— ^^Ü» 1* n|l I 1»! ' 
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Whüe ev'n as o'er a martjrr's grave 

She knelt on that sad spot, 
And, weeping, bless'd the 6pd who gave 

Btrength to forsake it not ! 
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IM£LDA. 



— *— Sometime» 
The ypUDg forgot the lessons thef had learnt, 
And loV'd when they shovild hatej^-tike thee, Imelda !* 

Italyj a Poem» 

Passa la bella Donna, e par che dorma. 

Tasso. 



We have the myrtle's breath around us here, 
Amidst the fallen pillars ; — this hath been 

Some Naiad's fane of old. How bnghtlj clear, 
Flinging a vein of silver o'er the scene» 

Up thro' the shadowy grass, the fountain wells, 
And music with it, gushing from beneath 

The ivied altar ! — that sweet mi)Mrmur teils 

The rieh wild flowers no tale of wo or death ; 

6* 
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Yet once the wave was darken'd, and a stain 
Lay deep, and heavy drops — ^but not of rain — 
On the dim violets by its marble bed, 
And the pale shining water-lily's h^ad. 



Sad is that legend's tnith. — ^A fair girl met 
^ One whom she lov'd, by this lone temple's springt 
Just as the sun behind the pine-grove set. 

And eve's low voice in whispers woke, to bring 
All Wanderers home. They stood, that gentle pair, 

With the blue heaven of Italy above, 
And citron-odours dying on the air, 

And ligbt leaves trembling round, and early love 
Deep in each breast.^-What reck^d thtir souls of strife 
Between their fathers ? Unto them young life 
Spread out the treasures of its vemal years ; 
And if they wept, they wept far other tears 
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Than the cold worUL in&agß forth. They stood, tliat 

hour, 
Speaking of hope, while tree, and fount, and floweri 
And Star, just gleaming thro' the cypress boughs, 
Seem'd holy tbings, as records of their vows. 



But change came o'er the sceue. A hurrying tread 

Broke on the whispery shades. Imelda knew 
The footstep of her brother's wrath, and fled 

Up where the cedars make yon avenae 
Dim with green twilight : pausing fun^f she caught — ^ 
Was it the clash of swords 1 — a swM ^k thought 

Struck down her lip's rieh crimson as it pass'd, 
And from her eye the sunny sparkle took 
One moment with its fearfulness, and shook 

Her slight frame fiercely, as a stormy blast 
Might rock the rose. Once more, and yet once more, 
She still'd her heart to listen, — all was o'er ; 
Sweet Summer winds alone wer« heard to sigh, 
Bearing the nightingale's deep spirit by. 
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That night Imelda's voice was in tfae song, 
Lovely it floated thro' the festive throng, 
* Peopling her father*s halls. That fatal night 
Her eye look'd starry in its dazzling light, 
And her cheek glow'd with beauty'9 ilushing dyes, 
Like a rieh cloud of eve in southern skies, 
A buming, ruby cloud. There were, whose gaze 
FoUow'd her form beneath the clear lamp's bkze, 
And marvell'd at its radiance. Bat a few 
Beheld the brightness of that feverish hue, 
With something of dim fear ; and in that glance 

Found Strange and sudden tokens of unrest, 
Startling to meet amidst the roazy dance, 

Where thought, if present, an unbidden guest, 
Comes not unmaakM. Howe'er this were, the time 
Sped as it speeds with joy, and grief, and crime 
Alike : and when the banquet's hall was lefl 
Unto its garlands of their bloom berefl, 
When trembhng stars look'd silvery in their wane, 
And heavy flowers yet slumber'd, once again 
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There stole a footstep, fleet, and light, and IOO0, 

Thro' the dim cedar shade ; die step of one 

That Started a$ a leaf, of one that (ied, 

Of one that panted with some secret dread :•— 

What did ImeMa there ? She sou^ the scene 

Where love so late with youth and hepe bad beeo ; 

Bodings were on her soul-^-a shuddering thrill 

Ran thro' eacb vein, when first the Naiad's rill 

Met her with melody — sweet sounds and low ; 

We hear them yet, they live along its flow — 

Her Toice is music lost ! The fountain-side 

She gain'd — the wave flash'd fbräi — 'twaa darkly 

dycd 
Ev'n as from wanior*hearts ; and on its edge» 

Amidst the fem, and flowers, and moss-tnfts deep, 
There lay, as luU'd by stream and iiistling sedge, 

A youth, a graceful youth. <' Oh ! dost thou sleep ? 
Azzo !*' she cried, " my Azzo ! is this rcst ?" 
But the^ her low tones falter'd :-*-<^ On thy breast 



\ 
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Is Che stltti)— yes, 'tis blood ! — and that cold cheek — 
That moveless lip ! — ^thou dost not slumber 1 — ^speak, 
Speak, Azzo, my belov'd ! — ^no sound — no breath?^— 
TVhat hath come thus between our spirits ?-^Deatfa ! 
Death ?-*^I but dream-*^I dream !"---and there she 

stoody 
A faint, frail trembler, gazing first on blood, 
With her fair arm around yon cypress throMm, 
Her form sustain'd by that dark stem alone. 
And fading fast, hke spell-struck maid of old, 
Into white waves dissolving, clear and cokl ; 
When from the grass her dimm'd eye caught a 

gleam-^ 
'Twas where a sword lay shiver'd by the stream,-^ 
Her brother's sword ! — she knew it ; and she knew 
'Twas with a venom'd point that weapon slew ! 
Wo for young love ! But love is strong. There 

came 
Strength upon woman's fragile heart and frame, 
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There came sWifl courage ! On tbe dewy ground 
She knelty with all her dark hair floating round, 
Like a long silken stole ; she knelt, and presa'd 
Her lips of g)owiog life to Azeo's breast, 
Drawing the poison forth. A stränge, sad aigfA I 
Pale death, and fearless love, and solemn night ^-— * 
So the nioon saw them last« 

The mom catne singing 

Thro* the green forests of the Appenines, 
With all her joyous birds their free flight wmging, 

And Steps and voices out among the vines. 
What found that day-spring here? Two fair forms 

laid 
Like sculptured sleepers ; from the myrüe shade 
Castmg a gleam of beauty o'er the waye, 
Still, moumful, sweet. Were sucji things for the 

graye ? 
Could it be so indeed ? That radiant girl, 
Deck'd as for bridal hours ! — long braids of pearl 
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Anudflt her sbadowy locks were faintiy shiiiiiig, 

As tears might shine, with melancholy light ; 
And there was gold her slender waist entwining ; 

And her pale graceful arms — ^how sadly bright ! 
And fiery gems upon her breast were lying, 
And round her marble brow red roses dying. — 
But she died first !-^the violet's hue had spread 

O'er her sweet eyelids with repose oppress'd» 
She had bow'd heavily her gentle head, 

And, on the youth's hush'd bosom, sunk to rest. 
So slept they well !-<-the poison's werk was done ; 
Love with true heart had striven — but Death had wen. 
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EDITH, 

A TALE OF THE WOODS,* 



Du Heilige ! fufe dein Kind zurück ! 
Ich habe genossen das irdische Glück, 
Ich habe gelebt und geliebet. 

, Wallknsteik. 



The woods — oh ! solemn are the boundless woods 

Of the great Western World, when day declines, 
And louder sounds the roll of instant floods, 

More deep the rustling of the ancient pines ; 
When dimness gathers on the stilly air, 

And mystery seems o'er everyleaf to brood» 
Awful it is for human heart to bear 

The might and bürden of the solitude ! 



'*' Founded on incidents related in an American work, " SketcIteB 
of Connecticut." 
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Yet, ia that hour, midst mose green wastes, there 

säte ^ 

One young and fair ; and oh ! how desolate ! 
But undismaj'd ; while sank the crimson light, 
And the high cedars darken'd with the night 
Alone she säte : tho^ many lay around^ 
They, pale and silent on the bloody ground, 
Were sever'd from her need and from her wo, 

Far as Death severs Life. O'er that wild spot 
Combat had rag'd, and brought the valiant low. 

And lefl them, with the history of their lot, 
Unto the forest oaks. A fearful scene 
For her whose home of other days had been 
Midst the fair halls of England ! but the love 

Which filPd her soiü was streng to cast "but fear, 
And by its might upbome all eise above, 

She shrank not-^mark'd not that the dea^l were 
near. 
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Of him alon^ she thought, whosjß langoid head 

Faintly upon her wedded bosom feil ; 
Memory of aught bat him on earth was fied, 
Wlule heavily she feit his life-blood well 
Fast o'er her garments forth, and Tainly bound 
Wiih her tom robe and hair tl|p«tr6ainiog wound, 
Tet hoped, still hoped 1 — Oh ! from such hope how long 

Affection wooes the whispers that deeeive, 
£ v'n when the pressure of dismay grows strong. 

And we, that weep, watch, tremble, ne'er believe 
The b)ow indeed can fall ! So bow'd she there, 
Over the'dying, while unconscious prayer 
Fill'd all her sotü. Now pour'd the moonlight down, 
Yeining the pine-stems thro' the fohage brown. 
And fire-flies, kindling up the leafy place, 
Cast fitfhl radiance o'er the warrior's'face, 
Whereby she caught its changes : to her eye, 

The eye that &ded look'd through gathering haze, 
Whence love, o'ermastenng mortal agony, 
liifted a long deep melancholy gaze, 
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When voice was not : thieit fohd sad meaiiing pass'd-^ 

She knew the fulness of her wo at last ! 

One shriek the forests heard, — and mute she lay, ' 

And cold ; jet claspiog still the precious claj 

To her scarce-heaving breast. O Love and Death ! 

Ye have sad meetings «ifthis changeful earäi, 

Manj and sad ! but ahrs of heavenly breath 

Shall melt the links whieh bind you, for your birth 

Is far apart, '^ 

Now light, of richer hue 
Than the moon sheds, came flushing mist and dew ; 
The pines grew red with moming ; fresh winds play'd, 
Bright-colour'd birds with splendour cross'd the shade, 
FUtting on flower-like wings ; glad mühnurs broke 

From reed, and spray, and leaf, the Hving strings 
Of earth's £olian lyre, whose music woke 

Into young lifo and joy all happy things. 
And she too woke from that long dreamless trance, 
The widow'd Edith : fearfully her glance 
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Fell, as in doubt, on facc^s dark and stränge, 
And dusky forms. A sudden sense of change 
Flash'd o'er her spirit, ev'n ere memory swept 
The tide of angidsh back with thoughts that slept ; 
Tet half instinctivdiy ahe rose, and spread 
Her arms, as 'twere for something lost or fled, 
Tfaen faintly sank again. The forest-bongh, 
With all its whispers, wav'd not o'er her now,-^ 
Where was she ? Midst the people of the wild, 

By tiie red hunter's fire : an aged chief, 
Whoae home look'd sad — ^for therein play'd no child — ' 

Had bome her^tfn the stillness of her grief, 
To that lone cabin of the woods ; and there, 
Won by a form so desolately fair, 
Or tonch'd with thouf^ts fr om scmie past sorrow sprung, 
O'er her low couch an Indiai^Mitron hung, 
While in grave silence, yet with eamest eye, 
The ancient warrior of the waste stood by, 
jBending in watchfulness his proud grey head, 

And leaning on his bow« 

7* 
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And life retura'id, 
Life» but with all its memories of the deacl> 

To Edith's heart ; and well ike sofferer leam'd 
Her task of meek endurance, well she wore 
The chasten'd grief that humbly can adore» 
Midst blinding tears. But unto that old pair, 
Ev'n as a breath of spring's awakening air, 
Her presence was ; or as a sweet wild tune 
Bringtng back tender thoughts, which all too soon 
Pepart with chüdhood. Sadly they had seen 

A daughter to the land of spirits go, 
And ever firom that time her fading ttien, 

And voice, like winds of sununer, aofl and low, 
Had haunted their dim years ; but Edith's face 
Now look'd in holy sweetness fromlier place, 
And they again seem'd^|pents. (Ni ! the joy, 
The rieh, deep blessedness — ^tho' earth's alloy, 
Fear, that still bodes, be there— of pouring forth 
Tbe heart'fl whole power of loye, its wealth and 
worth 
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Of streng afiection, in one healthful flow, 
On something all its own ! — ^that kindly glow, 
Which to shut tnward is consuming pam, 
Gives the glad sou} its flowering time again, 
YSThen, like the sunshine, freed. — Andgentle cares 
Th' adopted Edith meekly gave for theirs 
Who lov'd her thos : — her spirit dwelt, Üie while, 
With the departed, and her patient smile 
Spoke of farewells to earthr; — jei sttü she pray'd, 
Ev'n o'er her soldier's lowly grave, for aid 
One purpose to falfil, to leave one trace 
Brightly recording that her dwelling-place 
Had been among the wilds ; for well she knew 
The secret whisper of her bosom true, 
Which wam'd her hence. 

And noWy by many a word 
Link'd unto moments when the heart was stirr'd, 
By the sweet tnommfulness of many a hymn, 
Sung when the woods at eve grew hush'd and dim, 
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By the persuadion of ber fervent eye, 

AU eloquent with ehäd^like piety, 

By the still beaaty of her life, sbe strove 

To win for heaven, and heaven-bonvtruth, the love 

Pour'd oat on her so freely. — ^Nor in vain 

Was that sofl«breathing influ^ce to enchain 

The soul in gentle bonds : by slow degrees 

Light foUow'd on, as when a sununer breese 

Parts the deep masses of die forest shade 

And lets the sunbeam through : — her voice was made 

Ey'n such a breeze ; and sbe, a lowly guide, 

By faith and soirow rais'd and purified, 

&o to the Cross her Indim fosterers led^ - 

Until their prayers were one. When moming spread 

O'er the blue lake, and when the sunset's glow 

Touch'd into golden bronze the cypress-bough, 

And when the qutet of the Sal^th time 

Sank on her heart, tho' no melodious chime 

Waken'd the wildemess, th^ prayers were one. 

— Now might sbe pass in hope, hör work was done. 
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And she was possingfrom tbe woods away ; 

The broken flower of England might not stay 

Amidst those allen shades ; her eye was bri^^t 

Ev'n yet with something of a starry light, 

But her form wasted, and her fair young cheek 

Wore ofl and patiently a fatal streak, 

A rose wboae root was death. The parting sigh 

Of autumn tbro' the forests had gone by» 

And the nch maple o'er her wanderings lone 

Its crimson leaves in many a shower had strown, 

Flushing the air ; and winter's blast had been 

Amidst the pines ;. and now a softer green 

Fring'd their daik boughs ; for spring again had come» 

The sunny spring ! but Edith to her home 

Was joumeying fast Alas ! we think it sad 

To part with hfe, when all the eartfa looks glad 

In her young lovely things, when voices break 

Into sweet sounds, and leaves and blossoms wake : 

Is it not brighter then^ in that far dime 

Where grares are not, nor blights of changeful time, 
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Uhere such glory dwell with passing Uooms, 
Such golden sunshine rest around tfae tombs 1 
So thought tfae dyuig one« 'Twas earlj day, 
And Sounds and odours with tfae breezes' play, 
Whispering of spring*time, thro tfae cabm-*door, 
Vnto faer couch life's fareweü sweetness bore ; 
Then with a look where all her hope awoke, 
^' My father !"->*to the grey-faair'd chief she spok« 
<< Know'st tfaou that I depart?" — << I know, I know,'' 

s 

He answer'd mournfully, '' tfaat tfaou must go 
To thy belovM, my daugfater !" — ^' Sorrow not 

For me, kind mother !" with meek smiles once more 
She murmur'd in low tones ; '' one happy lot 

AwaitSy US, friends ! upon the better shore ; 
For we have pray'd togetfaer in one trust, 
And lifted our frail spirits firom the dust, 
To 6od, >Ndio gave tfaem. Lay me by mine own, 
Under tfae cedar-sfaade : where he is gone ^ 
Thither I go. There will my sisters be. 
And the dead parents, lisping at whose knee 
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tHy childhood's prayer was leam'd,— tfae Saviour's 

prayer 
Which now ye know, — aad I shall meet you there, 
Father, and gentle mother ! — ^ye have bound 
The bruised reed, and mercy shall be found 
By Mercy's children." — From Ihe matron's eye 
Dropp'd tearsy her sole and passionate reply ; 
But Edith feit them not ; for now a sleep, 
Solemnly beaatiful, a stOhiess deep, ^ 

Fell on her settled face. Then, sad and slow, 
And mantling up bis stately head in wo» 
^< Thou'rt passing hence," he sang, that waxrior old, 
In Sounds like those by plaintive waters roll'd« 



" Thou'rt passing from tbe lake's green aide, 

Andthehunter'sbearthawaj: 
For the time of flowers, for the summer's pride, 

Daugfater! thou canst not stay. 
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Tbott'rt journeying to thy spirit's home, 
Where the skies are ever clear ; 

Tbe com-month's golden hours will confic, 
But they shall not find thoe bere. 

And we shall miss ihy yoice, my bird ! 
Under our whispering pine ; 

r 

Music shall midst the leaves be heatd» 
But not a song like thine. 

A breeze thajt roves o'er stream and hill, 

Tellmg of Winter gone, 
Hath such sWeet falls — ^yet caught we still 

A farewell in its tone. 

But thou, my bright one ! thou shalt be 
Where farewell sounds are o'er ; 

Thou, in the eyes thou lov'st, shalt see 
No fear of parting more. 
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The mossy grave Iby tean have wet, 

And the wind's wUd moonings by, 
Thou with tby kindred shalt forget, 

Midst flowers — ^not sach as die. 

The shadow from thy brow shall melt, 

The sorrow from thy strain, 
But where tfaine earthly smile hath dwelt, 

Our hearts shall thirst in vain. 

iKm will our cabin be, and lone, 

When thou, its li^t, art fled ; 
Y|^ hath thy Step the pathway shown 

ünto the happy dead. 

And we will foUow theo, our guido l 

And join that shining band ; 
Thou'rt passing from the lake'9 green side-«- 

Oo to the better land !" 
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The Song had ceas'd — the listen^ni caught oo breath, 
That lovelj sleep had melted into death« 
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THE KVDfAN CITF * 



What deep woimds ever dos^d willioiit a scar ? 
The lieut'8 bleed longeflt, and bat heal to wear 
Thal whieh diafigures it 

CMMtflaraM. 



I. 
Royal in splendour went down tbe daj 
On tbe piain where an Indian city laj» 
With its crowvof domes o'er the forest high, 
Red as if fused in the buming sky. 
And its deep groves pierced by the rays which made 
A bright stjream's way thro' each long arcade, 
Till the pillar'd Yaults of the Banian stood, 
like torch-lit aisles midst äie solemn wood, 

* From a tak in Forbes' Oriental 
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And the plantain glitter'd with leaves of gold, 

As a tree midst the genii-gardens old, 

And the cypress Ufled a blazing spire, 

And the stems of the cocoas were shafts of fire. 

Many a white pagoda's gleam 

Slept lovely round upon lake and stream, 

Broken alone by the lotus-flowers, 

As they caught the glow of the sun's last honrs, 

Like rosy wine in their cups, and shed 

Its glory forth on their crystal bed. 

Many a graceful Hindoo maid, 

With the water-vase from (he palmy shade, 

Game gliding light as the desert's roe, 

Down marble Steps to the tanks below ; * 

And a cool sweet plashing was ever heard, 

As the molten glass of the wave was stirr'd ; 

And a mumaur, thrilling the scented air, 

Told where the Bramin bow'd in prayer. 
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There wandered a noble Moslem boy 
Tbro' tibe scene oflbeairty in breatUess joy ; 
He gazed wbere the stately city rose 
Like a pag^ant of clouds in its red repose ; 
He tum'd where birds tbro' the gorgeous gloom 
Of tbe woods went glancing on starry plume ; 
He track'd the brink of the shining lake, 
Hy the tall canes feathered in tuft and brake, 
Till the path he chose, in its mazes wound 
To the very heart of the holy ground. 

And there lay the waier, as if •enshrin'd 
In a rocky um from the sun and wind, 
Bearing the hues of the grove on high, 
Far down tbro' its dark still purity. 
The flood beyond» to the fiery west 
Spread out like a metal^mirror's breast, 
Bttt that lone bay, in its dimness deep, 
Seem'd made for the swimmer's joyous leap, 
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For the stag athirst from die noontide chase^ 
For all free things of the wüd-wood^s race. 

Like a falcon's gkmce on Ihe wide blue sky, 

Was the kindling ilash of the boy's glad eye^ 

Like a sea-bird's flight to the foaming wave, 

From the shadowy bank was the bound he gave ; 
Dashing the spray-drops, eold and white, 

O'er the glossy leaves in bis young delight, 

And bowing bis locks to the waters clear — 

Alas ! he dreamt not that fate was near. 

His mother look'd from her tent the while, 
O'er beaven and earth with a quiet smile : 
She, on her way unto Mecca's fane, 
Had stay'd the march of her pilgrim-train, 
Galmly to linger a few brief hours, 
In the Bramin city's glorious bowers ; 
For the pomp of the forest, the waye's bright fall, 
The red gold of sunset — she lov'd them all. 



I 
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II. 

The moon rose cleai' in the splendour given 
To the deep-blue night of an Indian heaven ; 
The boy from the high-arch'd woods came back — 
Oh ! what had he met in his lonely track ? 
The serpent's glance, thro' the long redds11>right ?' 
Tbe arrowy spring of the tiger's might ? 
No ! — ^yet as one by a conflict wom, 
With his graceful hair all soil'd and torn, 
And a gloom on the lids of his darken'd eye, 
And a gash on his bosom — ^he came to die ! 
He look'd for the face to his young heart sweet, 
And found it, and sank at his mother's feet. 



^' Speak to me I — ^whence doth the swifl blood run ? 

What hath befallen thee, my child, my son?" 

The mist of death on his brow lay pale, 

But his voice just linger'd to breathe the tale,, 

Murmuring faintly of wrongs and scom, 

And wounds from the children of Brahma bom : 
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This was the doom for a Moslem found 
Wiüi foot profane on their boly ground, 
Tbis was for sullying the pure waves free 
Unto them alone — 'twas their God's decree. 

A change came* o'er his wandering look — 
The mother shri^'d not then, nor shook : 
Breatfaless she knelt in her son's young blood, 
Rending her mantle to staunch its flood ; 
But it rush'd like a rirer which none may stay^ 
Hearing a flower to the deep away. 
That which our love to the earth would chain, 
FearfuUy striving with Heaven in yain, 
That which fades from os, while yet we hold, 
Clasp'd to our bosoms, its mortal mould, 
Was fleeting before her, a&r and fast ; 
One moment—- the soui frotm the face had pass'd ! 

Are there no words for that common wo ? 
-i-Ask of the thousands, its depth that know ! . 
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The boy had breathed, in bis dreaming rest, 

Xike a low-voiced dove, on her gentle breast ; 

He had stood, when she sorrpw'd, beside her knee, 

Painfully stäling bis quick heart's glee ; 

He had kiss'd from her cheek the widow's tears, 

With the lovtttg lip of bis infant years.; 

He had smil'd o'er her path hke a brighl «pring-daj — 

Now in bis blood on the earth he laj ! 

Murder*i /— Alas ! and we lore so well 

In a World where anguish like this can dwell ! 

She bow^d down mutely ö*er her dead-^ 
They that stood round her watch'd in dread ; 
They watch'd — she knew not they were by — 
Her soul sat veiPd in its agony; 
On the siient lip she press'd no kiss, 
Too Stern was the grasp of her pangs for this ; 
She shed no tear as her face bent low, 
O'er the shining hair of the lifeless brow ; 
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She look'd but into the half-shut cfye, 
With a gaze that found there no reply, 
And flhriekhig, mantled her head from sight, 
And feil, Struck down by her sorrow's might ! 

« 

And what deep change, what work of power. 
Was wrougbt on her secret sonl that hour ? 
How rose the lonely one ?•— She rose 
Like a prophetess firom dark repose ! 
And proudly flung^irom her face the veil, 
And shook the hair from her forehead pale, 
And 'midst her wondering handmaids stood, 
With the sudden glance of a dauntless mood. 

VI 

Ay, lifting up to the midnight sky 

A brow in its regal passion high, 

With a close and rigid grasp she press'd 

The blood-stain'd robe to her heaving breast, 

And Said — " Not yet-^not yet I weep, 

Not yet my spirit shall sink or sleep, 
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Tfoi tül you citjT» in ruitu^ rent, 

Be püed for its victim's monument. 

^— Cover bk diiflt ! bear it on before ! 

It ahall Visit those temple-gates onee more." 

And awaj in the train of .the dead she turn'd^ 
The strengih of her atep was the heärt that bum'd ^ 
And tbe Biamin groves in the starlight smil'dy 
As the mother passM with her slau^tei'd child« 

llh 

Hark ! a wild sound of the desert's hom 

Thro' the woods round the Indian citj bome, 

A peal of tbe cymbal and tambour afai^*^ 

War ! 'tis the gaüiering of Moslem war \ 

Tbe Bramin lo<>k'd ftom tbe leaguer'd towers^^ 

He saw the wild archer amidst bis bowers ; 

And tibe lake that flash'd thron^ the plantain shade, 

As the light of the lances along it play'd ; 
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And the canes Umt shook as if winda were bi^y 
When the fiery steed of the waate swept by ; . 
And the camp as it laj, hke a bälowj sea, 
Wide round the shehering Banian tree* 

There stood one tent from the ttat apart— ^ 
That was the place of a wounded heart^ 
— Oh ! deep is a wounded heart» and atrong 
A voice that cries against mi^ty wrong ; 
And füll of death, as a hot wind's blight, 
Doth the ire of a crush'd afiection Ught. 

Maimunfi from realm to realm had pass'd^ 
And her tale had rung like a truoipet's blast. 
There had been words from her pale Ups pourM^ 
Each one a spell to unsheath the sword« 
The Tartar had sprang from bis steed to heari 
And the dark chief of Araby grasp'd bis spear^ 
Till a chain of long lances begirt the waU» 
And a vow was recorded that doom'd its fall. 
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Back wi^ tiie dust of her son «he canie, 
When her voice faad kindled that lightmng flame ; 
She came in the mifllit of a queenly foe, 
Banner, and javelin, and beiided bow ; 
But a deeper power on her forehead säte— 
There sought the warrior bis star öf fate ; 
Her eye'B wild flash dirough the tented line 
Was hail'd as a spirit and a sign, 
And the faintest tone from her lip was caught, 
As a Sybil's breath of prophetic thougfat, 

Yain, bitter glory ! — the gift of grief, 
That lights up vengeance to fiiid relief, 
Transient and faithless !^t cannot fiU 
So the deep void of the heart, nor still 
The yearning left by a broken tie, 
That haunted fever of which we die ! 

Sickening she tum'd from her sad renown, 

As a king in death might reject his crown ; 

9 
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Slowly the strength of the walis gave way*-* 
She wither'd fester from day to day. 
All the proud sounds of that banner'd plain^ 
To stay the fiight of her soul were vain ; 
Like an eagle caged, it had striven, and wom 
The firail dust ne'er for such conflicts bom, 
Till the bars were reut, and the hour was come 
For its fearful rushing thro' darkness home. 

The bright sun set in bis pomp aüd pride, 
As on that eye when the fair boy died ; 

m 

She gazed from her couch, and a softness feil 
0*er her weary heart with the day's farewell ; 
She spoke, and her voice in its dying tone 
Had an echo of feelings that long seem'd flown. 
She murmurM a low sweet cradle song^ 
Strange midst the din of a warrior throng^ 
A song of the time wheh her boy's yoüng cheek 
Had glow'd on her breast in its slamber meek ; 
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But somethiog wfaich breatibed from that moimifiil 

strain 
Sent a fitful gust o'er her soul again. 
And startiiig as if firom a dream *slie cried^- 
*^ GiYe him proud burial at my aide ! 
There, hj yon lake, where the palm-bou^ia wa^e, 
Wfaen the temples are faHen, make Ifaere our grave." 

And the temples feil, tfao' the spirit pass'd, 
That stay'd not for yictoiy's yoice at last ; 
Tillen the day was won for the martyr-dead, 
For the broken heart, and the bright blood shed. 

Thro* the gates of the Yanquish'd the Tartar steed 
Bore in the avenger with foaming speed ; 
Free swept the flame tiiro' the idol-fanes, 
And the streams glow'd red, as from warrior-vems, 
ADd the sword of the Moslem, let loose to slay, 
Like the panther leapt on its flying prey, 
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Till a city of min begirt Übe shade, 

Where tlie boy and bis mother at rest were laid. 

Palace and tower on that piain were left, 
Ldke fallen trees by tbe lightning cleft ; 
Tbe wfld Tine mantled tbe stately Square^ 
Tbe Rajab's tbrone was tbe aerpent's lair. 
And tbe jungle grasa o'er tbe altar sprang — 
Tbis was tbe work of one deep beait wrang ! 
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THE PEASANT GIRL OF THE RHONE. 



— There is bat one j^aoe in the woiid. 
Tbither where he lies buried ! 

There, theie is au that still remaias of faiiiiy 
That Single spot is the whole earth to me. 

Colerioob's WdUnttein. 

Alas ! our young aflections run to waste, 

Or water bot the desert. 

Chüde Harold, 



These went a wanior's fuoeral thro' the nil^t, 

A waving oftall plumes, a mddj light 

Of torcheSy fitfully and wildly thrown 

Fiom the high woods, along the sweeping Rhone, 

Far down the waters. Heavflj and dead, 

ünder die moaning trees the horse-hoors tread 

9* 
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In muffled aounds upon tbe green&ward feil. 
Ab chieftains pass'd ; and solemnljK the swell 
Of the deep requiem, o'er the gleamiBg riwr 
Borne with the gale, and vith the leaves' low shiver, 
Floated and died. Proud mourners there, yet pale, 

Wore man's mute anguish sternlj ; — ^but ofone 
Oh ! who shall speak 1 What words hi$ brow unveil ? 

A father foUowing to the grave his son ! 
That is no grief to pieture ! Sad and slew, 

Thro' the wood-shadows moVed the knightly train, 
With youth's fair form upon the hier laid low, 

Fair even when found, amidst the bloody slain, 

« 

Stretch'd by its broken lance. They reached the lone 

Baronial chapel, where the forest gloom 
Fell heaviest, for the massy boughs had grown 

Into thick archways, as to vault the tomb. 
Stately they trod the hoUow ringing aisle, 
A Strange deep echo shuddered thro' the pile, 
Till crested heads at last, in silence bent 
^ound the De Coucis' antique monument, 
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Whea diut to dost was given : — and Aymer fllapt 

Benemth the droopin^ bannen of hia line, 
"Wliose tmiidered folds the Syrian wind had swept 

Proudl^ and oft o'er fields of Palestine : 
So the eadrite wa« cloa'd. — ^The sculplor gaw 
Tropbiea, erb long, to deck tbot lordl7 grave, 
And the pale image of a yooth, anayed 
As waniore are for fight, bat cdmly taid 

In slutnber on bis shidd.-r-'nien all was done, 
All still, around the dead. — His name was heard» 
Fercbauce wben wine-cups flow'd, and hearts were 
BtiiHd 

By 8ome old BMig, or tale of baltle won, 
Told round (be bearlh : but in bis father'e breast 
Maobood'a bi^ paaaiona woke again, and prees'd 
On to tbeir mark ; and in bis friend's clear eye 
There dwett no shadow of a dream gone by ; 
And witb the bretbren of bis fields, die feaat 
Was gay as wben the voice wboee soimds bad ceasM 
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Mingled with their8.-«-*£y'n thus life's riishing tide 
Bears back affection from the grave's dark side : 
Alas ! to think of ihis ! — the heart's void place 

Filled up so sopn ! — so like a summer-cloud, 
All that we lov'd to pass and leave 90 trace !— * 

He lay forgotten in bis early shroud. 
Forgotten? — not of all ! — the sunny smile 
Glancing in play o'er that proud lip erewhile, 
And the' dark locks whose breezy waviog threw 
A gladj^ess rouad> whene'er tbeir shade withdrew 
From the bri^t brow ; and all the sweetness lying 

Within thateagle-eye's jet radiance^deep, 
And all the music witb that joung voiee dying, 

Whose joyous echoes made the quick heart leap 
As at a hunter's bügle — these things lived 
Still in one breast, whose silent love survived 
The pomps of kindred sorrow.-— Day by day, 
On Aymer's tomb fresh flowers in garlands lay, 
Thro' the dim fane soft summer-odours breathing, 
„And Uli the pale sepulchral tr<^hies wreathing, 
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And with a flusk of deeper brilUance glowing 
In the rieh bght, like molten rabies flowing 
Thro' storied Windows down. The violet there 
Might speak of love — a sccret love and lowly, 
And the rose Image all things fleet and fair, 
And the famt passion-flowery the sad.and hbly, 
Teil of diviner hopes. But whose light hand, 
As för an «Itar» wove the radiant band? 
Whose gentle nurture brought, from hidden dells, 
That gem-like wealth of blossoms and sweet bells, 
To blush throu^ eveiy season ?-^BIight and chüi • 
Might tonoh the changing woods, but duly still, 
For yeafs, those gorgeous coronals renewed, 

And brightly clasping marble spear and heim, 
£Ten thro' mid-winter, fiUed the solitude 

With a Strange smile, a glow of summer's realm. 
Surely some fond and fervent heart was pouring 
Its youth*s vain worship on the dust, adoring 
In lone devotedness ! 
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One 5pring*mom rose, 

And found, within that tomb's proud shadow laid — 
Oh ! not as midst the vineyards, to repose 

From the fierce noon-^a dark-hair'd peasant maid : 
Wh2 could reveal her story ? — That still face 

Had once been fair ; for on the clear arch'd brow, 
And the curv'd lip, there üngered yet such grace 

As sculpture gives its dreams ; and long and low 
The deep black lashes, o'er the half-shut eye—* 
For death was on its lids — ^fell moumfuUy. 
Bat the cold cheek was sunk, the raren hair 
Dimm'd the slight form all wasted, as by care. 
Whence came that early blight? — Her kindred's place 
Was not araidst the high De Couci raCe ; 
Tet there her shrine had been ! — She grasp'd a 

wreath — 
The tomb's last garland ! — This was love in death ! 



tNDUN WOMAN« DEATH SONG. 



An IndisD *amBn, drJTen ta despdr bf ber hiuband'n deiertioti o( 
her Ibr uiother wile, entered a cauoe nilh her chüdren, and rORed 
it down the MüaJMippi toward a cataracL Her Toice wu beiTd 
fmin the shorB linging ■ monmfa] deotb-song, unüt orerpewered by 
Ute uund of tbe «titn in nhkh ahe peruhed. The tale ii related 
in Long's Eipeditida to the saureg of St, Feter'a BJTcr. 
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INDIAN WOMAN'S DEATH SONG. 



• % 

Non, je ne puis vivre avec un coeur brise. II faut que je retroure 
la joie, et que je m'anuifle aiix esprits Ubres de l'air. 

Bride of Messina, 
Translated by Madame de Stael. 

Lei not my child be a girli for very sad is the life of a woman. 

The PrairU. 



Down a foroad river of the western m\ds, 
Piercing thick forest glooms, a light canoe 
Swept with the current : fearful was the speed 
Of the frail bark, as by a tempest's wing 
Borne leaf-like on to where the mist of spray 
Rose with the cataracf s thunder. — Yet within, 
Froudly, and dauntlessly, and all alone, 
Save that a babe lay sleeping at her breast, 
A woman stood : upon her Indian brow 
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Sat a Strange gladness, and her dark hair wav'd 
As if triumphandy. She press'd her chüd, 
In its hrigfat slumfoer, to her beating heart, 
And Med her sweet voice, that rose aivhfle 
Above the sound of waters, high and clear, 
'Wafting a wild proud strain» her song of death. 



Roll swifllj to the Spirit's land, thou mighty streani 

and free ! 
Father of ancient waters,* roll ! and bear our lives 

with thee ! 
The weary bird that storms have toss'dy would seek 

the sunshine's calm, 
And the deer that hath the arrow's hurt, flies to the 

woods of balm. 



Roll on ! — my warrior's eye hath look'd upon another's 

face, 

And mine hath faded £rom bis soul, as fades a moon- 

beam's trace ; 

10 
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My shadow comes not o'er bis patb, my whisper to 

his dream, 
He flings away the broken reed— ^roU swifler yet,* 

thou stream! 



The voice that spoke of other days is hush'd within 

hia breast, 
But mine its lonely music haunts, an^ will not let 

me rest; 
It sings a low and mournful song of gladness that 

is gone, 
I cannot live without that light — ^Father of waves ! 

roll on! / 

Will he not miss the bounding step that met bim 

from the chaset 
The heart of love that made his home an ever sunny 

place ? 
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The hand that spread the hunter's board, and deck'd 

bis couch of yore ? — 
He will not! — ^roU, dark foaming stream, on to tbe 

better shore! 

Some l^lessed fount amidst tbe woods of tbat bright 

land mustMbw, 
Whose waters from mj soul may lave tbe memory 

of tbis wo ; 
Some gentle wind must wbisper tliere, wbose breath 

may wafl away 
.The bürden of tbe bearf* nigbt, tbe «adness 4>f tbe 

dny. 

And tbou, my babe ! tbo' born, like me, for woman's 

weary lot, 
Smile ! — ^to tbat wasting of the beart, my own ! I 

r 

"leaye tbee not; 
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Too bright a thing art thou to pine in aching love 

away, 
Thf motber bears thee far, joung Fawn ! from sorrow 

and decay. 

Sh^ bears Üiee to tfae glorious bowers "whare none are 

heard to weep, 9 

\aii where th' unkind one hath no power again to 

trouble sleep ; 
And where the aoul shall find its youtfa, as wakeomg 

from a dream, — 
One moment, and that reaA is ours-<*^n, on, dark 

rolling stream ! 



JOAN OF ARC. IN RHEIMS. 



'tStL 



Jeanne d'Arc arait eu la joie de foir a Chaloos quel- 
ques amiB de son enfance. Une joie plus ineffable eneore 
I'atteiidait ä Rheims, au sem de son triomphe: Jacques 
d'Arc, son pere y se troura, aussitot que de troupes de 
Charles VH. y furent entre^s ; et comme les deux frdres 
de notre H^oipe I'a?aient accompagn^ eile se vit, poor 
un instant au milieu de 1| famille, daos les bras d'un 
pdre yertueux. Vie de Jetame ^JStrc» 
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jrOAN OF ARC, IN RH£IMS. 

• 

Thou hftst a eharmed cup, O Farne ! 

A draught that mantles high, 
And aeems to lift this earth-born firame 

Above moitality : 
Away ! to me — a woman — ^bring 
Sweet waters from affection's spring. 

That was a joyous day in Rheims of old, 
When peal on peal of mighty music roll'd 
Forth from her throng'd cathedral ; while around, 
A multitude, whose billows made no sound, 
Chain'd to a hush of wonder, tho' elate 
Witk victory, listen'd at their tempfo's gate. 
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And what was done within ? — ^within, the light 

Thro' the rieh gloom of pictured Windows flowing, 

Tinged with sofl awfulness a stately sight, 

The chivalrj of France, their proud heads bowing 

In martial vassalage ! — while midst that ring, 

And shadow'd by ancestral tombs, a king 

Receiv'd bis birthright's crown. For Üüs, the hymn 

Swell'd out like nisbing waters, and Üie day 

With the sweet censer's misty breath grew dim, 

As thro' long aisles it floated o'er th' array 

Of arms and sweeping stoles. But who, alone 

■■ 
And unapproach'd, beside the altar-stone, 

With the white banner, forth like sunshine Streaming, 

And the gold heim, tfaro' clouds of fragrance gleaming, 

Silent and radiant stood ?-^the heim was rais'd, 

And the fair face reveal'd, that upward gaz'd, 

Intensely worshipping : — a still, clear face, 
Youthful, but bri^MIly solemn ! — ^Woman's cheek 
And brow were there, in deep devotion meek, 

Yet glorified with inspiration's trace 
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On its pure paleness ; while, enthron'd above, i 

The pictur'd virgin, with her smile of love, 

Seem'd bending o'er her votaress. — That slight form ! 

Was that the leader thro' the battle storm ? 

Had the soft light in that adoring eye, 

Cruided the warrior where the swords üashM high ? 

'Twas 60, even so ! — and thou, the shepherd^s child, 

Joanne, the idwly dreamer of the wild ! 

Never before, and never since that hour, 

Hath woman, mantled with victorious power, 

Stood forth as thou beside the shrine didst stand, 

Holj amidst the knighthood of the land ; 

And beautiful with joy and with renown, 

Lift thy white banner o'er the olden crown, 

Ransom'd for France by thee ! ^ 

The rites are done. 
Now let the dorne with trumpet-not^ be shaken. 
And bid the echoes of the tombs awaken. 

And come thou forth, that Heaven's rejoiciog sun 



^ 



i 

V 



'rs 



1 



f 

JOAN OF ARC, IN RHEIMS. 117 

May give thee welcome from tliine own blue skies, 

I>aughter of victory ! — a triumphant strain, 
A proud rieh stream of warlike meiodies, 

Gush'd thro' the portala of the antique fiuie, 
And for^h she came. — Theo rose a nation'B sound*-» 
Oh ! what a power to bid the quick heart bound, 
The wind bears onward with the stormy cheer 
IMLan gives to glory <m her high career ! 
Is there iudeed such power 1 — far deeper dwells 
In one kind household voice, to reach the cells 
Whence. happiness flows forth ! — The shouts that filPd 
The hollow heavea teinpestuously, were stilPd 
One moment ; and in that brief pause, the tone, 
As of a breeze that o'er her home had blown, 
Sank on the bright maid's heart. — *' Joanne !''— Who 
spoke 
Like those whose chüdhood with her childhood grew 
Under one roof ? — << Joanne !" — that murmur broke 
With Sounds of weeping forth! — She tum'd-^she 
knew 
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Beside her, mark'd from all the thousands there, 

In the cahn beauty of his silver hair, 

The stately shepherd ; and the youth, whose joy 

From his dark eye flash'd proudly ; and the boy, 

The youngest-bom, that ever lov'd her best ; 

" Father ! and ye, my brothers !" — On the*breast 

Of that grey sire she sank — and swiflly back, 

Ev'n in an instant, to their native track 

Her free thoughts flowed. — She saw the pomp no 

more-*— 
The plumes, the banners : — to her cabin-door, 
Anii to the Fairy's fountain in the glade,* 
Where her young sisters by her side had play'd, 
And to her hamlet's chapel, where it rese 
Hallowing the forest unto deep repose, 
Her spirit tum'd. — The very wood-note, sung 

In early spring-time by the bird, which dwelt 
Where o'er her father's roof the beech-leaves hung, 

Was in her heart ; a music heard and feit, 



m 
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Winning her back to nature. — She unbound 

* 

The heim of manj batües firom her head, 
And, with her bright locks bow'd to sweep the groundf 

Lifliog her voice up, wept for joy, and said, — 
'* Bless me, mj father, bless me ! and with thee, 
To the still cabin and the beechen-tree, 
Lei me retum !" 

Oh ! never did thine eye 
Thro' the green haunts of happy infancy 
Wander again, Joanne ! — too much of fame 
Had shed its radiance on thy peasant name ;, 
And bought alone by gifls beyond all price, 
The trusting heart's repose, the paradise 
Of home with all its loves, doth fate allow 
The crown of glory unto woman's brow. 
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PAULINE. 



fo die for what wc love ! — Oh I thereis po^vef 
In the true heart, and pride, and joj, for tkis ; 
It is to live wkhout th.e ▼aoisb'd light 
That strength is needed. 

Gosi trapaBsa al trapasaar d'un Giorno 
Della Tita mortal il fiore e'l verde. 

Tasso- 



Along the star-lit Seine went music swelling, 
Till the air thrill'd with its exulting mirth ; 

Proudly it floated, even as if no dwelling 

For cares or stricken hearts were föund on earth ; 

And a glad sound the measure liglitly beat, 

A happy chime of many daiicing feet. 



PAUUNE« 121 

For in a palace of the hnd that night, 

Lamps, and fresh roseS) and green leaveü wer« hung, 
And from the paint^ waUi a stream of light 

On flying forms beneath ecyft splendour flung : 
Biit loyeliest far amidst the re^ePs pride 
Was one, the lady from the Dantibe-^side.'^ 

Pauline, the meekly biight ! — ^tho' now no mote 

Her clear eye flash'd with youth's all tamelasfi glee^ 

fet something holier than its dayspnng wore, 
There in sott rest lay beautiful to see ; 

A chann with graver, tenderer, sweetness fraught-«- 

The blending of deep love and matron thought. 

Thro' the gay throng she moved, setenely fair, 
And such calm joy as fills a moonlight sky, 

Säte on her brow betieath its gracefal hair, 
Aa her yonng dangfater in the dance went by, 

With the fleet step of one that yet hath known 

Smiles and kind voices in this world alone. 

11 
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Lurk'd there no secret boding in her breast ? 

Did no faint whisper warn of evil nigfa t 
Such ofl awakcj when most the heart seems blest 

Midst the light laughter of festivity : ^ 
Whence come those toi^s ! — Alas ! enough we know^ 
To mingle fear, with all triumphal show ! / 

Who spoke of evil, when yonng feet were flying 
In fairy rings around the echoing hall ? 

Soft airs thro' braided locks in perfume sighipg^ 
Glad pulses beating unto music's call ? 

Silence ! — the minstrels pause— and hark ! a sound, 

A Strange quick rustling which their notes had drown'd! 

And lo ! a light upon the dancers breaking — 
Not such their clear and silvery lamps had shed ! 

From the gay dream of revelry awaking, 

One moment hoids them still in breathless dread ; 
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The wild fierce lustre grows — ^then bursts^l cry — 
Fire ! thro' the hall and round it gathering — flj ! 

And forth they rush— ^as chased bj sword and spear— 
To the green coverts of the garden-bowers ; 

A gorgeous masque of pageantry and fear, 

Startling the birds and trampling down the flowers : 

While from the dorne behind, red sparkies driven 

Fierce the dark stillness of the midnight heaven. 

And where is she, Pau]ine? — the hurrying throng 
Have swept her onward^ as a stonnj blast 

Might sweep some faint o'erwearied bird along— * 
Till now the threshold of that death is past, 

And free she Stands beneath the starry skies, 

CaUing her child— but no sweet voice replies^ 
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^< Bertha ! where art theu t — Speak, oh ! speak, my 
own !" 

I 

Alas ! unconscious of her pangs the while, 
The geutle girl, in fear's cold grasp alone, 

Powerleas halb supk within the blazing pile ^ 
A youpg bright form, deek'd gloriously for deatb, 
With flowers all sbrinking from the flame's fiercc 
breath ! 

But oh ! thy strengthi deep love ! — ^there is no power 
To stay the mother from that rplling grave, 

Tho' fast on high the fiery yoluvoes tower. 
And forth» Uke baanera, from each lattiee wave ; 

Back, back she rushea thro' a host eombiiied-*«* 

Mighty is anguish, with affection twined ! 

And what bold step may foUow, midst the roar 
Of the red billows, o'er their prey that rise ? 

None ! — Courage there stood still — and never more 
Did those fair forms emerge on human eyes ! 
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Was one brief meettng tfaeirs, one wild farewell? 
And died thej heart to heart?-^Oh! who can teil? 



Freshly and cloudlessly the moraing broke 
On tbat sad palace, midst its pleasure-shades ; 

Its painted roofs bad sunk — jet black with smoke 
And lonelj stood its^arble colomiadeB : 

But jester-eve iheir shafls witb wreaths were bound !- 

Now lay the scene one sbrivelPd scroU around ! 



And bore the ruins no recording trace 

Of all that woman's heart had dared and done ? 

Tes ! there were gems to mark its mortal place, 
That forth from dost and ashes dimlj shone ! 

Those had the mother on her gentle breast, 

Wom round her child's fair Image, there at rest. 



11* 



blkdaUHi^ 



-Unil^BHi SMfcim ütf irf 



I*" 



126 REC0R©8 OF WOMAN. 

And they were all ! — ^tbe tender ond the tnie 
Lefl this alone her sacrifice to prove, 

Hallowing the spot where mirth once lightly flew, 
To deep, lone, chasten'd thoughts>of grief and love. 

Oh ! we have need of patient faith below, 
*! To clear away the mysteries of such wo ! 






iv 



JUANA. 



Juana, mother of tfae Emperor Charles Y., upon the 
death of her husband, Philip the Handsome of Austiia, 
wfao had treated her wiUi uniform neglect, had his body 
laid upon a bed of. State in a magnificent dress, and being 
possessed with the idea that it would revive, wfttched it 
for a length of time incessantlj, waxting for the moment 
<of retuming life. 
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JÜANA 



It IB but dust thou look'st upon. This lovei 
This wild and pasaionate idolatry, 
What doth it in the «hadow of the grave 7 
Gather it back within thy lonely heart, 
So muBt it ever end : too much we give 
Unto the tfainga that perish. 



The ni^t-wind shook the tapestry roand an ancient 

palace-room, 
And torches, as it rose and feil, waved thro' the 

gorgeous gloom, 
And o'er a shadowy regal <souch tbrew fitfiil gleams 

and red, 
Where a woman with long raven hair sat watching hy 

the dead. • 
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Pale sbone the Features of the dead, yet glorious 

still to see, 
liike a bunter or a chief Struck down while bis beart 

and Step were free ; 
No sbroud be wore, no robe of deatb, but tbere 

majestic lay, 
Proudly and sadly glittering in royalty's array. 

But sbe tbat witb tbe dark bair watch'd by tbe cold 

slumborer's aide, 
On her wan cbeek no beauty dwelt, and in ber garb 

90 pride ; 
Only ber füll impassion'd eyes as o'er tbat clay sbe bent, 
A wildness and a tendemess in stränge resplendence 

And 843 the swift ttiougbts cross'd her sou), like sbadows 

of a cloud, 
Amidst tbe silent room of deatb, tbe dreamer spoke 

aloud ; t 
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She spoke to him who could not hear, and cried, 

" Thou yet wilt wake, 
And learn my watchings and my tears, belov'd one ! 

for thy sake. 

^^ They told me this was death, but well I knew it 

could not be ; 
Fairest and stateliest of the earth ! who spokb of death 

for thee? 
They would have wrapt the funeral shroud thy gallant 

form around, 
But I forbade — and there thou art, a monarcb, rob'd 

and crown'd ! 

^< With all thy bright locks gleaming still, their Goronal 
# 

beneath, 

^ And thy brow so proudly beautiful — who said diat 

this was death? 
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Silencö hath been upon thy lips, and stillness round / 

thee long, 
But the hopeful spirit in my breast is all nndimm'd 

and strong. 

'' I know thou hast not lov'd me yet ; I am not &ir 

li]ie thee, 
The very.glance of whose clear eye tfarew round a 

light of glee ! 
A frail an^ drooping form is mine — a cold unsmiling 

cheek, 
Oh ! I have but a woman's heart, wherewith thy heart 

to seek. 

''But when thou wak'st, my prince, my lordl aad 

hear'st how I have kept 
A lohely vigil by thy side, and o'er thee pray'd and 

wept; 
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How in one long deep dream of thee my nigiito and 

days have past, 
Surely that humble, patient love muH wm back love 

at last! 

<<And thou ivilt smile-^my own, my own, shall be 

the sunny smile, 
Which brightly feil, and joyoualy, on all but me 

erewhile ! 
No more in vain affection's thirst my weaiy sool 

shall pine — 
Oh ! years of hope deferr'd were paid by one fand 

glance of thine ! 

'SThou'lt meet me with that radiant look wfaen thou 

comest from the chase, 
For me, for me, in festal halls it shall kindle o'er 

thy face ! 



if 
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Thott'lt reck no more tho' beauty's gift mine aspect 

may not bless ; 
In thy kind eyes this deep, deep love, shall give me 

loveliness. 

'^ But wake ! my heart witfain ,me bums, yet once 

more to rejoice 
lo the sound to which it ever leap'd, the music of 

thy voice : 
Awake ! I sit in solitude, that thy first look and tone, 
And the gladness of thine opening eyes may all be 

mine alone." 



In the still Chambers of the dust, thus pour'd forth 

day by day, 
The passion of that loving dream from a troubled 

soul fomid way, 
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üntil Üie shadows of the grave had swept o'er evety 

grace, 
Left midst the awfiilness of death on the princely form 

and face. 

And slowly broke the fearful tnith upon the ivatch-* 

er*» breast, 
And they bore away the royal dead with requiems 

to his rest, 
With banners and with knightly plumes all waving in 

the wind — 
But a woman's broken heart was left in its lone despair 

behind. 






- ^- 
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THE AMERICAN FOREST GIRL. 



A fearful gift upon thy heait is lakl, 
Woman ! — a power to sufier and to lore, 
Therefore thou so canst pity. 



WiLDLT and moumfullj the Indian drum 

On the deep hush of moonlight foresta broke i-^ 
*^ Sing US a death-song, for tfaine hour is come," — 

So the red warriors to their captive spoke. 
Still, and amidst those dusky forms alone, 

A youth, a fair-hair'd youth of England stood, 
Like a king's son ; tho' firom his cheek had flown 

The mantling crimson of the island-blood, 
And his press'd Ups lookM marble. — Fiercely bright» 
And high around him, blaz'd the fires of night, 
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Rocking beneath the cedars to and fro, 

As the wind pass'd, and with a Qtful glow 

Lighting the victun's face : — But who could teil 

Of what within his secret heart befel, 

Known but to heaven th&t hour? — Ferchance a thought 

Of his far home then so intensely wrojaght, 

That its füll image, pictured to his eye 

On the dark ground of mortal agony, 

Rose clear as day ! — and he migfat aee the band, 

Of his young sisters wanderiag band in band, 

Where the laburnums droop'd ; or haply binding 

The Jasmine, up the door's low pillars winding ; 

Or, as day clos'd upon their gentle mirth, 

Gathering with braided hair, around the hearth 

Where sat their mother ; — and that mother's face 

Its grave sweet smile yet wearing iii the place 

Where so it ever smiled ! — Perchance the prayer 

Leam'd at her knee came back on his despair ; 
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The blessing from her voice, Hie veij tone 

Of her << Good^nighP*' might breathe from boyhood 

gone! — 
He Started and iook'd up : — ^thick cypress boughs 

Füll of Strange souod, waiM o'er him, darkly red 
In the broad stormy firetight ; — savage brows, 

With tail plumes crested and wüd hyes o'erspread, 
Girt him like feverish phantoms ; and pale stars 
Look'd thro' the branches as thro' dungeon bars, 
Shedding no hope. — He knew, he feit bis doom^ 
Oh ! what a tale to shadow with its gloom 
That happy hall in England ! — Idle fear ! 
Wouid the winds teil it ? — ^Who might dream or hear 
The secret of the forests? — ^To the stake 

They bound him ; and that proud young soldier 

strove 
His father's spirit in bis breast to wake, 

Trusting to die in silence ! He, the love 
Ol many hearts ! — the fondly rear'd, — the fair, 

Gladdening all eyes to see I — And fetter'd thofe 

12* 4. 
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H^ stood beeide bis death-pyre, and tiie brand 
Flamed up to ligbt it, in the chieftain's band. 
He thought upon bis God. — Husb ! hark ! — a ciy 
Breaks on the stem and dread sdemnity, — 
A Step batb pierc'd the ijfp !^-Who dares intrude 
On the daik hunters in their Tengeful mood ? — 
A girl^-a young slight girl — t. fkwn-iike ehild 
0£ greesi SttTamias and the leafy wild, 
Springing unniark'd tili then, as some lone üower, 
Happy because the sunshine is its dower ; 
Yet one that knew how early tears are shed, — 
For hera had moam'd a playmate brother dead. 

She had sat ga^tng on the victim long, 
Until the pity of her soul grew strong ; 
And, by its passion's deepening fervour sway'd, 
Ev'n to the stake she rash'd, and gently laid 
His bright head on her bosom,^and around 
His form her slender arrns to shtdd it wound 
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Like close Liannes ; then rais'd her glittering eye * 
And ciear-tooed voice thak said, ^' He shalt not die !'' 

'^ He shall not die !" — the gloomy forest thrilPd 
To that sweet sound. A stri||en wonder feil 
On the fierce throng ; and heart and band were still'd, 

Struck down, as by the wbii^er of a speU. 
They gaz'd, — their dark bouIs bow'd before the maid, 
She of the dancing slep in wood and glade ! 
And, as her cheek flush'd thro' its olive hue, 
As her black treases to the night-wind flow, . 
Something o'ermaster'd them from that young mien — 
Something of heaven, in silence feit and seen ; 
And^seeming, to their child-like faith, a token 
That the Great Spirit by her voice had spoken. 

They loos'd the bonds that held their captive's breath ; 
} From bis palß ups they took the cup of death ; 

They quench'd the brand beneath the cypress tree ; 
" Away," they cried, "young stranger, thou artftee !" 



I 
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COSTANZA, 



-Art thoa then desolate? 



Of friends, of hopes forsaken? — Come to me ! 

I am thine own. — Have trusted hearts prov'd false ? 

Flatterers deceiv'd thee 1 Wanderer, come to me ! 

IVhy didst thou eyer leaye me ? Know'st thou all 

I would have bome, and call'd it joj to bear, 

For thy sake ? Know'st thou that thy Toice had power 

To shake me with a thrill of happiness 

By oqe kind tone ? — ^to fiiU mine eyes with tears 

Of yeaming love ? And thou— oh ! thou didst throw 

That enish'd afl^tion back upon my heart ; — 

Yet come to me ! — ^it died not. 



She knelt in prayer. A stream of sunset feil 
Thro* the stain'd window of her lonely cell, 
And with its rieh, deep, melancholy glow 
Flushing her cheek and pale Madonna-broW| 
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Whüe o'er her long hair's flowing jet it threw 
Bright waves of gold — ^the autumn forefit's hue — 
Seem'd all a yision's mist of glory, spread 
By painting's touch around some holy head^ 
Virgin's or fahrest martyr's. In her eye, 
Which glanced as dark clear water to the sky, 
What solemn fervour lived ! And yet what wo, 
Lay like some buried thipg, stül seen below 
The glassy tide ! Oh ! he that could reveal 
What life had taught that chasten'd heart to feel, 
Might speak indeed of woman's blighted years. 
And wasted love, and vainly bitter tears ! 
But she had told her griefs to heaven alone, 
And of the gentle saint no more was known, 
Than that she fled the world's cold breath, and made 
A temple of the pine and chestnut shade, 
Filling its depths with soul, whene'er her hymn 
Rose thro' each murmur of the green, and dim, 
And ancient solitude ; where hidden streams 
Went moaning thro' the grass, like sounds in dreams, 



142 UEC0BD6 QF WOMA5. 

Music for weary hearts ! Midst leaves and Towers 
She dwelty and knew all secreta of their powere, 
AU nature's balms, wherewith her gliding tread 
To the sick peasant on bis lowly bed» • 

Came, and brought hope ; while scarce of mortal birth 
He deem'd the pale ffdr form, that held on earth 
Commuoion but with grief. 

Ere long a cell, 
A rock-hewn chapel rose, a cross of stone 
Gleam'd thro' the dark trees o'er a sparkling well, 

And a sweet voice, of rieh, yet moumful tone, 
Told the Calabrian wilds, that duly there 
Costanza liAed her sad heart in prayer. 
And now Hwas prayer's own hoiir. That voice again 
Thro' the dim foliage sent its heavenly strain, 
That made the cypress quiver where it stood 
In day's last crimson soaring from the wood 
Like spiry flame. But as the bright sun set, 
Other and wilder sounds in tumult met 
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'The floating song. Strange sounds f-^-the tnimpet's peal, 
Made hoUow by the rocks ; the dash of steel, 
The lallying war-cry. — ^In the mountain-pass, 
There had been combat ; blood was on the grass, 
Banners had strewn the waters ; Chiefs lay djing, 
And the pine-^branches crash'd before the flTing, 

And all was chang'd within the still retreai, 
Costanza's home : — there enter'd hunyiog feet, 
Dark looks of shame and sorrow ; mail-clad men, 
Stern fügitives from that wild battle-gleü, 
Scaring the ^ingdoves from the porch-roof, bore 
A woonded warrior in : the rocky iSoor 
Gave back deep echoes to bis elanging sword, 
As there they laid their leader, and implor'd 
The sweet saint's prayers to heal bim ; then for flight, 
Thro' the wide forest and the mantling night, 
Sped breathlessly again. — They pass'd — ^but he, 
The stateliest of a host — qj^s ! to see 
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What mother's eyes have watch'd in rosy sleep 
Till joy, for veiy fulnees, tum'd to weep, 
Thus changed ! — a fearful thing ! His golden crest 
Was shiver'd, and the bright scarf on his breast — 
Some costly love-gift— rent : — ^but what of these 1 
There were the clustering raven-locks — the breeze 
As it came in thro' Urne and myrtle flowers, 
Might scarcely lift them — steep'd in bloody showers' 
So heavily upon the palUd clay 
Of the damp cheek they hung ! the eye's dark ray — 
Where was it t — and the lips ! — they gasp'd apart, 
With their light cufve» as from the chisel's«art, 
Still proudly beautiful ! but that white hue — 
Was it not death's 1 — that stillness — that cold dew 
On the scarrM forehead 1 No ! his spirit broke 
From its deep trance ere long, yet but awoke 
To wander in wild dreams ; and there he lay, 
By the fierce fever as a green reed shaken, 
The haughty chief of thou9ands — the forsaken 
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Of aD save one ! — Ske fled not. Day by day— 
Such hours are woman's birdiri^t — she, unknown, 
Kept watch beside himy fearless and alone ; 
Binding bis wounds, and oft in sitence laTing 
His brow with tears that moum*d the strong man's 

raTing. 
Ue feit tbem not, nor mark'd tbe bgbt veil'd form 
Stni bovering nigb ; yet sometimes, wben that Storni 

Of frenzy sank, her voice, in tones as low 
As a young mother's by the cradle singing, 
Woold sooth him with sweet avesj gently biinging 

Moments of slumber, when ihe fiery glow 
Ebb'd irom bis boUow cheek. 

At last faint gleams 
Of memory dawn'd upon the cloud of dreams« 
And feebly lifting, aa a cbild, his head, 
And gazing round him from )m leafy bed, 
He murmiir'd forth, ^^TVhereamn l¥bat soft strain 
Pass'd, like a breeze, across roy bnming bniin 1 
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Back from my youth it fioated, with a tone 
Of life's first music, and a thought of one^- 
Where is she now ? and where the gauds of pride 
Whose hoUow splendour lured me from her side ? 
All lost ! — and this is death ! — ^I cannot die 
Without forgiveness from that moumful eye ! 
Away ! the earth hath lost her. Was sht hörn 
To hrook abandonment, to strive with scom ? 
My first, my höhest love ! — ^her broken heart 
Lies low, and I — unpardon'd I depart." 

But then Costanza rais'd the shadowy veil: 
From her dark locks and features brightly pale, 
And stood before him with a smile— oh ! ne'er 
Did aught that amiled so much of sadness wear — 
And Said, " Cesario ! look on me ; I live 
To say my heart hath bled, and can forgive. 
I loved thee with such worship, such deep trust 
As should be Heaven's alone — and Heaven is just ! 
I bless thee — ^be at peace !" 



COSTANZA. 



147 



But o'er his framc 
Too fast the strong tide rush'd — ^the sudden shame, 
The joy, th' amaze ! — ^he bow'd his head — ^it feil 
On the wrong'd bosom which had lov'd so well ; 
And love stUl perfect, gave him refuge there, — 
His last faint breath just wair'd her floating hair. 
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MADELINE. 

A DOMESTIC TALE.* 



Who should it be ?— Where shooldst thou look for kiadness ? 

When we are sick where ean we turn for succour, 

>Vhen we are wretched where can we complain ; 

And when tbe world looks cold and;9urlj on us, 

Where can we go to meet a warmer ey^e 

With such 8ure confidence as to a mother ? 

JOANNA BaILLIE. 



'^ Mr child, my child, thou leav'st me ! — I shdl hear 
The gentle voice no more that blest mine ear 
With its first utterance ; I shall miss the sound 
Of thy light Step amidst the flowers around, 

*■ Originallj published in the Literary Souventf for 1828. 
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' MADELINE. H9 

And thy so(\ breathing hjnm at twilight's close, 

And thy *' Good-night" at parting for repose. 

Under the vine-leaves I shall sit alone. 

And the low breeze will have a mournful tone 

Amidst their tendrils, while I think of thee, 

My child ! and thou, along the moonlight sea, 

With a soft sadness haply in thy glance, 

Shalt watch thine own, thy pleasant land«of France, 

Fading to air. — Tet blessings with thee go ! 

Love guard thee, gentlest ! and the exile's wo 

From thy young heart be far ! — And sorrow not 

For me, sweet daughter ! in my lonely lot, 

God shall be with me. — Now farewell, farewell ! 

Thou that hast been what words may never teil 

Unto thy mother's bosom, since the days 

When thou wert pülow'd there, and wont to raise 

In sudden laughter thence thy loving eye 

That still sought mine : — these moments are gone by, 

• 

Thou too must go, my flower ! — Yet with thee dwell 

The peace of God ! — One, one more gaze— farewell !" 
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This waB a mother's parting with her child^ 

A young meek Bride on whom fair fortune smiPd, 

And wooed her with a voice of love away 

From chüdhood'B home ; yet there, with fond delay 

She iinger'd on the threshold, heard the note 

Of her caged bird thro' trellis'd rose-leaves float, 

And feil upon her mother's neck, and wept» 

Whilst old remembrances, that long had slept, 

Gush'd o'er her soul, and many a vauish'd day, 

As in one picture traced, before her lay. 

But the farewell was said ; and on the deep, 
When its breast heav'd in sunset's golden sleep, 
With a calm'd heart, young Madeline ere long 
Pour'd forth her own sweet solemn vesper-song^ 
Breathing of home : thro' stillness heard afar, 
And duly rising with the first pale star, 
That voice was on the waters ; tili at last 
The sounding ocean-solitudes were pass'd, 
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And the bright land was reach'd, the youthful World 
That glows along the West : the sails were furl'd 
In its clear sunshine, and the gentle bride 
Look'd on the home that promis^d hearts untried 
A bower of bliss to come. — Alas ! we tiace 
The map 6f our own paths, and long ere years 
With their duU steps the brilliant hnes efface, 
On sweeps the storm, and blots them out with tears« 
That home was darken'd soon : the summer breeze 
Welcom'd with death the Wanderers from the seas^ 
Death unto one^ and anguish how forlom ! 
To her, that widow'd in her maniage-mom, 
Sat in her Toiceless dwelling, whence with him, 

Her bosom's first belov'd, her friend and guido, 
Joy had gone forth, and left the green earth dim, 

As from the sun shut out on every side, 
By the close veil of misery ! — Oh ! but ill, 

When with rieh hopes o'erfraught, the young high heart 

Bears its first blow !-^it knows not yet the part 
Which lifo will teach— to sufier and be still, 
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And what within is richlj shrined 1 
A sculptur'd woman's form, 

Lovely in perfect rest reclined, 
As one beyond the storm : 

Yet not of death, bot slumber, lies 

The solemn sweetness on those eyes. 

The folded hands, the calm pure face, 

The mantle's quiet flow, 
The gentle, yet majestic grace, 

Throned on the matron brow ; 
These, in that seene of tender gloom, 
With a still glory robe the tomb. 

There Stands an eagle, at the feet 
Of the fair image wrought ; 

A kingly emblem — ^nor unmeet 
To wake yet deepej thought : 

She whose high heart finds rest below, 

Was royal in her birth and wo. 
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There are pale garlands hung above, 

Of dyiog scent and bue ;-^ 
She was a motber«*-in her love 

How sorrowfuUj true ! 
Oh ! hallow'd long be eveiy leaf, 
The record of her children's grief ! 

She saw their birthright's wanior crowo 

Of olden glor]^ spoil'd, 
The Standard of their sires bome down, 

The shield's bright blazon soiled : 
She met the tempest meekly brave, 
Then tum'd, o'erwearied, to the grave« 

She slumber'^ ; but it came— it came, 

Her land's redeeming hour, 
With the glad shout, and signal-flame, 

Sent on firom tower to tower ! 

Fast thro' the realm a spirit moved-^^ 

'Twas hers, the lofly and the loved. 

14 



A iAM^ 



'^^t^mmm'mm^^mmimmrm 



158 RfiCORDS OF WOMAN. 

Then was her name a note that rung 
To rouse bold hearts from sleep, 

Her memory, as a banner flung 
Forth by the Baltic deep ; 

Her grief, a bitter vial pour'd 

To sanctify th' avenger's sword. 

And the crown'd eagle spread again 

His pinion to the sun ; 
And the strong land shook off its cham — 

So was the triumph won ! 
But wo for earth, where sorrow's tone 
Still blends with irictory's ! — She was gone !^ 

* Originally published in the Monthly Magazine. 



THE MEMORIAL PILLAR. 



On the road-aide betweeik Penritfa and Appidij, ftands a anall 
piOar, wilh fliia inseriirtioii: — ^*'Tlus piDar was creetod in the 
year ISSß, bj Ann, Countefls Dowager of Pembroke, for a me- 
morial of her last parting, in this place, with her good and pioos 
motfaer. Maigaret, Coanteas Dowager of Cumberland, on the 2d 
April, 1616.»— See Notes to the '< PUtmns of JUnHory." 



160 RECOllDS OF WOMAN. 



THE MEMORIAL PILLAR. 



Haft thou, tluro' Eden's wild-wood Talea piinued 
Eaeh mountain-acene, magiuficenüy ntde, 
Nor with attentton's lifled eye, rerered 
That modesl stone, by pioos Pembroke rear'd, 
Which stiQ records, beyond the pencfl's power, 
The aüent aorrowB of a partmg hour ? 

Rogers. 



MoTHER and child ! whose blending tears 

Have sanctified the place, 
Where, to the love of many jears, 

Was given one last embrace ; 
Ob ! ye have shrin'd a spell of power, 
Deep in your record of that hour ! 
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A spell to waken solemn thought, 

A still) small under-tone, 
That calls back dajs of childhood, fraught 

With many a treasure goae ; 
And smites, perchance, the bidden source, 
Tho' long untroubled— of remorse. 

For who, that gazes on the stone 

Which marks your parting spot, 
Who but a mother's love hath known, 

The one love changing not? 
Alas ! and haply leam'd its worth 
First with the sound of <'£arth to earthl" 

But thou, high-hearted daughter ! thou, 

O'er whose bright, honour'd head, 
Blessings and tears of holiest flow^ 

Ev'n here were fondly shed, 

Thou from the passion of thy grief, 

In its fuU bursty couldst draw relief. 

14* 
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For oh ! tho' painful be th' excess, 
The might wherewith it swells, 

In nature's fount no bittemess 
Of nature's mingling, dwells ; 

And thou hadst not, by wrong or pride, 

Foison'd the free and healthful tide. 

But didst thou meet the face no more, 
Which thy young heart first knew 1 

And all— -was all in this world o'er, 
With ties thus dose and true ? 

It was ! — On earth no other eye 

Could give thee back thine uifancy. 

No other voice could pierce the maze 
Where deep whhin thy breasti 

The sounds and dreams of other days, 
With memoiy lay at rest ; 

No other snule to thee could bring 

A gladd'ning, like Üie breath of spring. 
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Tet, while thy place of weeping still 

Ita lone memoria! keeps, 
Whfle on thy name, midst wood and hiil, 

The quiet sunshine sleeps. 
And touches, in each graven line, 
Of reverential thooght a sign ; 

Can I, while yet these tokens wcar 

The impress of the dead, 
Think of the love embodied there, 

As of a Vision fled? 
A perish'd thing, the joy and flower 
And glory of one earthly hour? 

Not so ! — ^I will not bow me so, 

To thoughts that breathe despair ! 
A loftier faith we need below, 

Life's farewell words to bear. 
Mother and child ! — ^Your tears are past-« 
Surely your hearts have met at last ! 
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THE GRAVE OP A POETESS.* 



** Ne me plaignez paa — si toiu saviez 
Combien de peines ce tombeau ra'a epargn^es!" 



I STOOD beside thy lowly grave ; — 
Spring-odours breath'd around, 

And music, in the river-wave, 
Pass'd with a luUing sound. 



* Extrinsic interest has lately attached to the fine scenery of 
WoocUtock, near Kilkenny, on account of its having beä» the 
last residence of the author of Psyche. Her grare is one of many 
in the church*yard of the village. The riFer runa amoothiy by. 
The ruins of an ancient abbey that hare been partially conTerted 
into a church, reTerently throw their mantle of tender shadow 
OTcr iU^Tales by the (Tlkira Family, 
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All happy things diat love the Bun 

In the bright air glanc'd by, 
And a glad murmur seem'd to run 

Thro' the soft azure sky. 

Fresh leaves were on the ivy-bough 

That fring'd the ruins near ; 
Young voices were abroad^-but thou 

Their sweetness couldst not hear. 

And monniful grew my heart for thee, 

Thou in whose woman's mind 
The ray that brightens earth and sea, 

The light of song was shiined. 

Mourniul, that thou wert slumbering low, 

With a dread curtain drawn 
Between theo and the golden glow 

Of this world's vemal dawn. 
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Parted from all the song and bloom 
Thou wouldst have lov'd so well, 

To thee the sunshine round thy tomb 
Was but a broken spell. 

The bird, the insect on the wing, 
In their bright reckless play, 

Might feel the flush and life of spring,- 
And^thou wert pass'd away ! 

But then, ev'n then, a nobler thought 
O'er my vain sadness came ; 

Th' immortal spirit woke» and wrought 
Within my thrilling frame. 

Surely on lovelier things, I said, 
Thou must have look'd ere now, 

Than all that round our pathway shed 
Odours and hues below. 



•*«AMMi^ . 
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The shadows of the tomb are here, 

Tet beautiful is earth ! 
What seest thou then where no dim fear, 

No haunting dream hath birth ? 

Here a yain love to passing flowers 

Thou gav'st — ^but where thou art, 
The sway is not with changeful hours, 

Thert love and death must part. 

Thou hast lefl sorrow in thy song, 

A voice not loud, but deep ! 
The glorious bowers of earth among, 

How oflen didst thou weep ! 

Where couldst thou fix on mortal ground 

Thy tender thoughts and high ?— < 
Now peace the woman's heart hath found, 

And joy the poet's eye. 



s 
S 
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NOT£S. 



Note 3, page 27, lines 17 and IS« 

And her hvdy thoughts from their ceUs fcumd toay, 
In the sudden flow of a pMnHve lay. 

A Greek Bride, on leaTiog her father's hoiue, takes 
leaTe of her friends and relaÜTes frequently in eztemiip- 
raneons Terse. — See Faoriel'a Ghanto Populaires de la 
Gr^ Moderne. 

Note 4, page 65, line 3. 
Jind l<ni*d when they »hould htäe — Uke thee, Imdda, 

The tale of Imelda is related in Sismondi's Historie 
des Republiqaes Italienne. Vol. üi p. 443. 

Note 5, page 109, line 8. 
Father of aneierU toaters, roü ! 

" Father of waters/' the tndiän name fbr the Missis- 
sippi. 

Note 6, page 118, line 11. 
And to the Ftdry^a founiain in the ghde, 

A beautiful fountain near Domremi, beliered to be 
haunted by fairies, and a faTourite resort of Jeanne d'^rc 
in her childhood. 

Note 7, page 121, lines 5 and 6. 

But lovtHeat far atnidst the revePs pride, 
Was ehe, the Lady from the Ihmube-aide. 

The Princess Pauline Schwartzenberg. The story of her 
fate is beautifully related in L'AIIemagne. Vol. üi. p. 336. 
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MISClSIiliANEOUS PIEGES< 



THE HOMES OF ENGLAND. 



Where*8 the coward that woiüd not dare 
To fight for such a land ? 



The stately Homes of England, 

How beautiful they stand ! 
Amidst their tall ancestral trees, 

O'er all the pleasant land. 
The deer across their greensward bound 

Thro' shade and sunny gleam, 

And the swan glides past them with the sound 

Of some rejoicing stream. 

16* 
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The meny .Homes of England ! 

Around their hd^uths by night, 
What gladsome looks of houaehold love 

Meet, in the ruddy light ! 
There woman's vwce flows forA in fiKHig, 

Or childhood'a tale is UM, 
Or Ups move tunefully aloog 

Some glorious page of old. 

The blessed Homes of England ! 

How softly on their bowers 
Is laid the holy quietness 

That breathes from Sabbath-hours ! 
Solemn, yet sweet, the church^bell's cbime 

Floats thro' their woods at mom ; 
All other sounds, in that still time, 

Of breeze and leaf are bom. 
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The Gottage Homes of England ! 

By thousands on her plains, 
They are sniiling o'er the silvery brooks, 

And round the hamlet-fanes. 
Thro' glowing orchards forth they peep, 

Each from its nook of leaves, 
And fearless there the lowlj steep, 

As the bird beneath their eaves. 

The free, fair Homes of England ! 

Long, long, in hut and hall, 
May hearts of native proof be rear'd 

To guard each hallow'd wall ! 
And green for ever be the groves, 

And bright the jflowery sod, 
Where first the child's glad spirit loves 

Its country and its 6od !* 



* Originttlly published in Blackwood's Magaane. 
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THE SICILIAN CAPTIVE, 



-I have dreamt thou wert 



A captiTe in thy hopelessness ; afar 
From the sweet bome of thy young infancy, 
Whose Image unto thee is as a dream 
Of fire and slaughter ; I can see thee wasting, 
Sick for thy native air. 

Li* £• La 



The Champions had come from their fields of war, 
Over the crests of the billows far, 
They had brought back the spoils of a hundred shores, 
Where the deep had foam'd to their flashing oars. 

They sat at their feast round the Norse-king's board, 
By the glare of the torch-light the mead was pour'd, 
The hearth was heap'd with the pine-boughs high, 
And it flung a red radiance on shields thrown by. 
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The Scalds had chaunted in Ruoic liiyme, 
Their songs of the sword and the olden üme, 
And a solemn thrill, as the harp-chords rang, 
Had breath'd frdm the walls idiere the bright spears 
hung. 

But the swell was gone from the qu^ering string, 
Thej had summen'd a softer voice to sing, 
And a captive girl, at the warriors' call, 
Stood forth in the midst of that frowning hall. 

Lonely she stood : — in her moumful eyes 

Lay the clear midnight of southem skies, 

And the drooping fringe of their lashes low, , 

Half veil'd a depth of unfathom'd wo. 

Stately she stood — tho' her fmgUe frame 
Seem'd Struck with t^f>laght of some inward flame^ 
And her proud pale brow had a shade of scom, 
Under the waves of her dark hair wom. 



« ■ 
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And a deep flush pass'd, like a crimson haze, 
O'er her marble cheek by the pine-fire's blaze ; 
No soft hue caught from the south-wind^s breath, 
But a token of fever, at strife with death. 

She had been tom from her home away, 
With her long locks crown'd for her bridal day, 
And brought to die of the burning dreams 
That haunt the exile by foreign streams, 

They bade her sing of her distant land — 
She held its lyre with a trembling band, 
Till the spirit its blue skies had given her, woke, 
And the stream of her voice into music broke. 

Faint was the strain, in its first wild flow, 

Troubled its murmur, and sad, and low ; 

But it swell'd into deeper poweanre long, 

As the breeze that swept over her soul grew strong. 



THE SICILIAN CAPTIVE. ^"^^ 



« They bid me sing of thee, mine own, my sunny land! 

of thee ! 
Am I not parted from thy shores by the mournful- 

sounding sea ? 
Doth not thy shadow wrap my soul ?-^in silence let me 

die, 
In a voiceless dream of thy silvery founts, and thy pure 

deep sapphire sky ; 
How should thy lyre give here its wealth of bnried 

sweetness forth 1 

m 

Its tones, of summer's breathings born, to the wild 
winds of the north ? 

" Yet thus it shall be once, once more !*— my spirit 

shail awake, 
And thro' the mists of death shine out, my country! for 

thy sake ! 
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That I may make ilMt knpwn, with all the beauty and 

the light, 
And the glory never ibore to bloss thy daughter's yearn- 

ing sight ! 
Thy woods shaU whisper in my song, thy brigbt streama 

warble by, 
Thy soul flow o'er my Ups again — ^yet once, my Sicily! 

^^ There are blue heavens — far hence, far henca ! but 

oh ! their glorious blue ! 
Its very night is beautiful, with the hyacinth's deep 

hue! 
It is above my own fair land, and round my laughing 

home, 
And arching o'er my vintage-hills, they hang their 

cloudless dorne, ^ 

And making all the waves as gems, that melt along the 

% 

shore, j^^ 

And steeping happy hearts in joy — ^that now is mine no 
more. 
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^< And there are hdunts in that green land— oh! nAo 

may dreain or teil, 
Of all the shaded loveliness it hides in grot and dell ! 
Bj fountains flinging rainbow-spray oä\dark and glossy 

leaves, 
And bowers wherein the forest-dove her nest untroubled 

weaves ; 
The myrtle dwells there, sending round the richness of 

its breath. 
And the violets gleam like amethysts, from the dewy 

moss beneath. 

*^ And there are floating sounds that fill the skies thro' 

night and day, 
Sweet sounds ! the soul to hear them faints in dfeams 

of heaven away! 
They wander Üuro' the olive-woods, and o'er the shtning 

seas, ^ttt 

They mingle with the orange-scents that load the sleepy 

breeze ; 

16 
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Lute, voice, and bird, are blending there ; — ^it were a 

bliss to die, 
As dies a leaf, thy groves among, my flowery Sicily ! 

" Jmay n« t thus depart — farewell! yet no, my country! 

no! 
Is not love ätronger than the grave ? I feel it must be 

so! 
My fleeting spirit shall o'ersweep the mountains and the 

main, 
And in thy tender starlight rove, and thro' thy woods 

again. 
Its passion deepens-^it prevails ! — I break my chain — > 

I come 
To dwell a viewless thing, yet blest — in thy sweet air, 

my hQiQ« !" 



• 
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And her pale arms dropp'd the ringing lyre, 
There came a mist p'er her eye's wild fire, 
And her dark rieh tresses, in many a fold, 
Loos'd from their braids, down her bosom roll'd. 

For her head sank back on the rugged wall,— 

A silence feil o'er the warrior's hall ; 

She had pour'd out her soul with her song's last tone ; 

The lyre was broken, the minstrel gone ! . 



IVAN THE CZAR. 

'<If^ le Terrible, etant deja devenu Yieuz, assi^goit Novogorod. 
Lei BoyarcU, le vojant aSbibli, liii d^manddrent sMl ne Tonlait pas 
dooner le commandement de l'assaut a son fils. Sa fureur fut si 
grande ä cette propositioii, que rien ne put Pappaiser ; son fils ae 
prosterna k ses pieds ; il le repoiuaa avec un coup d'une teile no- 
lence, que deux jours apres le malheureuz en mourut. Le pdre, 
alon au desespoir, devint indifierent a la guerre comme au pouToir, et 
ne surv^ut que peu de mois a son fils." — Dix Jhmees tPExü, par 
Madame dk Stasl. 
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IVAN THE CZAR, 



Gieb diesen Todten mir heraus. Ich musa 
Ihn wieder haben | * ♦ ♦ ♦ 
* * * * Trostlose alimacht, 
Die nicht einmal in Gräber ihren arm 
Verlängern, eine kleine Ubereilmig 
Mit Menschenleben nicht verbessern kann ! 



He sat in silence on the ground, 
The old and haughty Czar ; 

Lonely, tho' princes girt him round, 
And leaders of the war : 

He had cast his jewell'd sabre, 
That many a fidd had won, 

To the earth ^eside his youthful dead, 

Hia fair and first-born son. 

16* 



Schiller. 
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Witfa a robe of ermine fer its bed. 

Was laid that form of clay, 
/ Where the light a stonny sunset shed, 

Thro' the rieh tent made way : 
And a sad and solemn beauty 

On the pallid face came down, 
Which the Lord of nätions mutely watch'd. 

In the dust, with his renown. 

Low tones at last of wo and fear 

From his füll bosom broke ; — 
A moumful thing it was to hear 

How then the proud man spokef 
The Yoice that thro' the combat 

Had shouted fieur and high» 
Came forth in stränge, duU, hollow times, 

Burden'd with agony. 
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^' There is &o crimson on thy cheek, 

And on thy lip do breatfa, 
I call thee, and thou dost not speak-*- 

They teil me this is deatfa ! 
And fearful things are ndiispering 

That I the deed have d<»ie-^ 
For the honour of thy father's name, 

Look up, look up, my son ! 

" Well might I know death's hue and mien, 

But on thine aspect, boy ! 
What, tili this moment, have I seen, 

Save pride and tameless joy t 
Swiftest thou wert to battle. 

And bravest there of all — 
How could I thidk a warrior's frame 

Thus like a flower should fall ? 



iu_ 
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^^ I will not bear that still, cold look — 

Rise up, thou fierce and free ! 
Wake as the storm wakes ! I will brook 

All, save this calm, from thee l 
Lifl brightly up, and proudly, 

Once more thy kindling eyes ! 
Hath my word lost its power on earth % 

I say to thee, arise ! . 

" Didst thou not know I lov'd thee well ? 

Thou didst not ! and art gone 
In bitterness of soul, to dwell 

Where man must dwell alone. 
Come back, young fiery spirit ! 

If but one hour, to leam 
The secrets of the folded heart, 

That seem'd to thee so Stern. 
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<' Thou wert the first, the first fair child, 

« 

That in mine arms I press'd ; 
Thou wert the bright one, that hast smilM 

Like Summer on my breast ! 
I reared thee as an eagle, 

To the chase thy steps I led, 
I bore thee on my battle-horse, 

I loök upon thee-^ead ! 

'^ Lay down my warlike banners here, 

Never again to wave, 
And bury my red sword and spear, 

Chiefs ! in my first-bom's grave ! 
And leave me ! — I have conquer'd, 
' I have slain — my work is done ! 
Whom have I slain?— ye answer not — 

Thou too art mute, my son !" 
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And thus his Wild lament was pour'd 

Thro' the dark resounding night. 
And the battle knew no more his sword, 

Nor the foaming steed his might. 
He heard stränge voices moaning 

In every wind that sigh'd ; 
From the searching stars of heaven he shrank — 

Humbly the conqueror died.* 

* Originally published in tbe Literary Souvenir for 1827. 
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CAROLAN'S PROPHECY.* 



Thy cheek too swifUy flushes ; o'er thine eye ^ 
The lights and shadows come- and go too fast, 
Thy tean giuh forth too soon, and in thy voice 
Are sounda of tenderness too pasaionate 
For peace on earth , ohi Uierefore, child of song ! 
'Tis well thou shouldst depart. 



A SOUND of masic, from amidst the hills, 
Came suddenly, and died ; a fitful sound 
Of mirtb, soon lost in wail. — Again it rose, 
And sank in mournfulness. — There sat a bard, 
By a blue stream of Erin, where it swept 
Flashing thro' rock and wood ; tbe sunset's light 
Was on bis wavy silver-gleaming hair, 
And tbe wind's wbisper in tbe mountain-asb, 

* Foimded on a circumstance related of the Iri9h Bard, in tbe 
"Percy Aaecdotes of Imagination.'' 



192 MISCEtlANEOUS PIKCES« 

Whose Clusters droop'd above. His head was bow'dj 

His band was on his harp, yet thence its touch 

Had drawn but broken strains ; and inany stood, 

Waiting aroimd, in silent earoestness, 

Tb' uncbaining of bis soul, the gusb of song ; 

Many, and graceful forms ! yet one alone, 

Seem'd present to bis dream ; and sbe indeed, 

Witb ber pale virgin brow, and cbangeful cbeek, 

And tbe clear starligbt of ber serious eyes, 

Lovely amidst tbe flowing of dark locks 

And pallid braiding flowers, was beautiful^ 

Ev'n painfully ! — a creature to bebold 

Witb trembling midst our joy, lest augbt unseen 

Sbould wafl Üie vision from us, leaving eartb 

Too dim witbout its brigbtness ! — Did sucb fear 

O'ersbadow, in tbat bour, tbe gifled one, 

By bis own rusbing stream 1 — Once more be gaz^d 

lipon tbe radiant girl, and yiBt once more 

From tbe deep cbords bis wandering band brought out 

A few Short festive notes, an opening straid 
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Of bridal melody, soon dashed with grief, 
As if some wailing spirit in the strings 
Met and o'ennaster'd him : bat yielding then 
To the strong prophet-impuke, moiirnfuUj, 
liike moaning waters, o'er the harp he pour'd 
The trouble of bis haunted soul, and sang — 



Voice of the grave 1 

t hear thy thrilling call ; 
It comes in the dash of the foaming wave, 

In the sear leaPs trembling fall ! 
In the shiver of the tree, 

I hear thee, thou voice ! 
And I would thy warning were but for me, 

That my spirit might rejoice. 

But thou art sent 
For the sad earth's young and fair, 
For the graoeful heads that have not bent 

To the wintry band of care ! 

17 
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They bear the wind's low sigh, 

And the river sweeping free, 
And the green reeds murmuring heavily, 

And the woods — ^but they hear not thee ! 

Long have^I striven 

With my deep forebodmg souI, 
But the füll tide now its bounds bath riven, 

And darkly on must roll. 
There's a yoiing brow smiling near, 

With a bridal white-rose wreath, — 
ünto me it seniles from a flowery hier, 

Touch'd solemnly by death ! 



Fair art thou Moma ! 
The sadness of thine eye 
Is beautiful as silvery clouds 
On the dark-blue summer eky ! 
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And thy voice comes like the sound 

Of a sweet and hidden rill, 
^hat makes the dim woods tunefiil round— 

But soon it must be still ! 



Silence and dust 

On tby sunny lips must lie, 
Make not the strength of love thy trust, 

A strenger yet is nigh ! 
No strain of festal flow 

That my band for tfaee hath tried, 
But into dirge-notes wild and low> 

Its ringing tones have died. 

Young art thou, Moma ! 
Yet on thy gentle head, 
Like heavy dew on the lily's leaves, 
A spirit hath been shed ! 



- ju" •»*■ 
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And the glance is thine which sees 

Thro' nature's awfu] heart — 
But biight things go with the eummer-breeze. 

And thou too, must depart ! 

Yet shall I weep ? 

I know that in thj breast 
There sweUs a fount of song too deep, 

Too powerful for thy rest ! 
And the bittemess I know. 

And the chill of this woiid's breath*- 
60, all undimm'd, in thy glory go ! 

Toung and crown'd bride of death ! 

Take hence to heaven 
Thy holy thoughts and bright. 
And soaring hopes, that werb not given 
For the touch of mortal biight ! 



] 
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Might we foUow in thy track, 

This parüng should not be ! 
But the spring shall give us violets back, 

And every fiower but thee ! 



There was a burst of tears around the bsu'd : 
All wept but one, and she serenely stood, 
With her clear brow and dark religious eye, 
Rais'd to the first faint star above the hills, 
And clöudless ; though it might be that her cheek 
Was paler than before. — So Morna heard 
The minstrel's prophecy. 

And spring retum'd, 
Bringing the earth her lovely things again, 
All, save the loveliest far ! A voice, a smile, 
A young sweet spirit gone. 



17* 
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THE LADY OF THE CASTLE. 

From the " Portrait GaUeryy^^ an mfinished Poem, 



If there be bat one spot upon thy name, 
One eje thou fear'st to meet, one human yoice 
Wbose tones thou shrink'st from — ^Woman ! feil thy face, 
And bow tby bead — and die ! 



Thoü seest her pictured with her shining hair, 

(Famed were those tresses in Provengal song,) 
Half braided« half o'er cheek and bosom fair 
Let loose, and pouring sunny waves along 
Her gorgeous vest. A child's light band is roving 
Midst the rieh curls, and oh ! how meekly loving 
Its earnest looks are lifted to the face, 
Which bends to meet its lip in laughing grace ! 



^ r 



THfi LADT OF TUE CASTLE. 199 

Yet that btight lady's eye methinks hath less 
Of deep, and still, and pensive tenderness, 
Than might beseem a mother's ;— on her brow 

Something too rouch there sits of native scom. 
And her smile kindles with a conscious glow, 

As from the thought of sovereign beauty born. 
— ^These may be dreams — but how shall woman teil 
Of woman's shame, and not with tears ? — She feil ! 
That mother leii that chüd ! — ^went hurrying by 
Its cradle-— haply, not without a sigh, 
Haply one moment o'er its rest serene 
She hung — ^but no ! it could not thus have been, 
For she went on ! — forsook her home, her hearth, 
All pure afiection, all sweet household mirth, 
To live a gaudy and dishonour'd thing. 
Sharing in guilt the splendours of a king. 

Her lord, in very weariness of life, 

Girt on his sword for scenes of distant strife ; 
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He'reck'd no more of glory — grief and shame 

Crush*d out his fiery nature, and hts name 

Died silently. A shadow o'er his halls 

Crept jear by year ; the minstrel pass'd Üieir walls ; 

The warder's hörn hung mute ;— meantime the child, 

On whose first fiowering thoughts no parent smiledy 

A gentle girl, and yet deep-hearted, grew 

Into sad youth ; for weU, too well, she knew 

Her mother's tale ! Its memory made the sky 

Seem all too joyous for her shrinking eye ; 

Check'd on her lip the flow of song, which fain 

Would there have linger'd ; flush'd her cheek to pain, 

If met by sudden glance ; and gave a tone 

Of sorrow, as for something lovely gone, 

Ev'n to the spring's glad voice. Her own was low, 

And plaintive— oh ! there lie such depths of wo 

In a young blighted spirit ! Manhood rears 

A haughty brow, and age has done with tears ; 

But youth bows down to misery, in amaze 

At the dark cloud o'ermantling its fresh days, — 
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And tfaus it was witfa her. A moumiul sight 
In one so fiiir--^or ahe indeed was fair — 
Not with her motfaer's dazzling eyes of li^t, 

Hers -were more shadowy, fiill of thought and 
prayer, 
And with li^ig-lashes o'er a white-rose cheek» 
Drooping in gloom, yet tender still and meek, 
Still that fond child*s — and ch ! the brow above, 
So pale and pure ! so form'd for holy love 
To gaze upon in silence ! — ^but shc feit 
That love was not for her, tho' hearts would melt 
Where'er she mov*d, and reverence mutely given^ 
Went with her ; and low prayers, that calPd on Heaven 
To bless the young Isaure. 

One sunny mom, 
With alms before her castle gate she stood, 
Midst peasant-groups ; when breathless and o'erwom» 
And shrouded in long weeds of widowhood, 
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A t^lnagar iiu& Ifaem broke : — die (Mphan maid 
Witb her sireet Toice, aod profler'd hand of aid, 
Toro^d to give welcome ; bot a wild sad look 
Met bera ; a gaze tfaat all ber sptrit shook ; 
And tbat pale woman, soddenlj siibdaed 
Bj aome stroog passioo in its goshiog mood, 
Knelt at b^ feet, and balb'd them witb aucb lea» 
Am rain tfae boarded agonies of jeats 
From tbe beart's am ; aod witb ber wbite lips presa'd 
Tbe ground they trod ; tben, buryiiig in ber vest 
Her brow'a deep Audi, sobb'd out — ^^ Oh ! ondeliled ! 
I am thy mother— spum me not, mj cbild !" 

« 
Iffaure bad prayM for that lost motber ; wcpt 

O'er her stain'd memory, wbile tbe bappy slept 

In the htub^d midnight ; stood witb moumful gazc 

Before yon picture's smile of other days, 

But never breath'd in human ear tbe name 

Whtch wetgh'd her being to the earth witb shame» 
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What marvel if the anguish, the surprise, 
The dark remembrances, the alter'd guise, 
Awhile o'erpower'd her ? — from the weeper's touch 
She shrank — 'twas but a moment — ^yet too much 
For that all humbled one ; its mortal stroke 
Game down like Ughtning, and her füll heart broke 
At once in silence. Heavily and prone 
She sank, while, o'er her castle's threshold-stone, 
Those long fair tresses — they still brightly wore 
Their early pride, tho' bound with pearls no more — 
Bursting their fillet. in sad beauty roll'd, 
And swept the dust with coils of wavy gold. 

Her child bent o'er her — call'd her — 'twas too late — 
Dead lay the wanderer at her own proud gate ! 
The joy of Courts, the star of knight and bard, — 

« 

How didst thou fall, O bright-hair^d Ermengarde ! 
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THE MOURNER FOR THE ^j^ARMECIDES. 



good old man ! how well in thee apptttrs 
The constant serrice of the antique woriAt '■ ■ 
Thou art not for the fashion of these tinm»^" 

,ät You Like iL 



Fall'n was the House of Giafar ; and its name, 
The high romantic name of Barmeeide, 
A sound forbidden on its own bright shores, 
By the swift Tygris' wave. Stern Haroun's wrath, 
Sweeping the mighty with their fame away, 
Had so pass'd sentence : but man's chainless beart 
Hides that within its depths, which never yet 
Th' oppressor's tfaought could reach. 



i 
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'Twas desolate 
Where Giafar's halb, beneath tfae burning sun, 
Spread out in niin lay. The songs had ceas'd ; 
The lights, the perfumes, and the genii-tales, 
H!ad ceas'd ; the guests were gone. Tet still one 

voice 
Was there — the fountain's ; thro' those eastern courts, 
Over the broken marble and the grass, 
Its low c]|Ar music shedding mournfuUy. 

And still another voice ! — an aged man, 

Yet with a dark and fervent eye beneath 

His silveiy hair, came, day by day, and säte 

On a white column's fragment ; and drew forth, 

From the forsaken walls and dim arcades, 

A tone that shook them with its answering thrill 

To his deep accents. Many a glorious tale 

He told that sad yet stately solitude, 

Pouring his memory's fulness o'er its gloom, 

Like waters in the waste ; and calling up, 

18 
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By soDg or high recital of their deeds, 
Bright solemn shadows of its vanish'd race 
To people their own halls : with these alone, 
In all this rieh and breathing world, bis thought^ 
Held still unbroken converse. He had been 
Rear'd in this lordly dwelling, and was now 
The ivy of its ruins ; unto which 
His fading life seom'd bound. Day roll'd on day, 
And froin that scene the loneliness was fled ; 
For crowds around the grey-hair'd chronicier 
Met as men meet, within whose anxious hearts 
Fear with deep feeling strives ; tili, as a breeze 
Wanders thro' forest-branches, and is met 
By one quick sound and shiver of the leaves, 
The spirit of his passionate lament, 
As thro' their stricken souls it pass'd, awoke 
One echoing murmur. — But this might not be 
Under a despot's rule, and summon'd thence, 
The dreamer stood before the Caliph's throne : 
Sentenced to death he stood, and deeply pale, 



} 
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And with bis white ups rigidly compress'/d ; 
Till, in submissive tones, he ask'd to speak 
Once more, ere thrust from earth's fair sunshine forth. 
Was it to sue for grace ? — his burning heart 
Sprang, with a sudden lightning, to his eye, 
And he was changed ! — and thus, in rapid words, 
Th' o'ermastering thoughts, more strong ihan death 
found way. 



*^ And shall I not rejoice to go, when the noble and the 

brave, 
With the glory on their brows, are gone before me to 

the grave ? 
What is there lefl to look on now, what brightness in 

the land ?— 
I hold in scom the faded world, that wants their princely 

band! 



■• ■ ■ w ii'BlBiWiVaPvm^Bfva^^v'^i^r*^ •»■■! ■■■■ ■■ II ■■«<in^v«H<-««pk^^rqp^pB^K9^p^«>9i 
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<' Mj Chiefs ! my chiefs ! the old man comes, that in 

your halls was nurs'd, 
That foUow'd you to many a fight, where flash'd your 

sabres first ; 
That bore your children in bis arms, your name upon 

bis beart — • 

Oh ! must the music of that name with bim from earth 

depart ? 

*^ It shall not be ! — a thousand tongues, tho' human 

voice were still, 
With that high sound the living air triumphantly shijl 

fiU; 
The wind's free fltght shall bear it on, as wandering 

seeds are sown, 
And the starry midnight whisper it, with a deep and 

thrilling tone. 



i 
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^* For it is not as a flower whose scent wiüi the drop- 

ping leaves expires, 
And it is not as a household lamp, that a breath should 

quench its fires ; 
It is written on our battle-fields with the writing of the 

sword, 
It hath lefl upon our desert-sands a light in blessings 

pour'd. 

'^ The founts, the many gushing founts, which to the 

wild ye gave, 
Of you, my chiefs, shall sing aloud, as they pour a 

joyous wave ; 
And the groves, with whose deep lovely gloom ye hung 

the pilgrim's way, 
Shall send from all thetr sighing leaves your praises on 

the day. 
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<' The veiy walls your bounty rear'd, for the stranger's 

homeless head, 
Shall find a murinur to record your tale, my glorious 

dead ! 
Tho' the grasfl be where ye feasted once, where lute 

and cittern rung, 
And the serpent in your palaces he coil'd amidit its 

young. ^ 

^^ It is enough ! mine eye no more of joy or splendour 

sees, 
I leave your name in lofty faith, to the skies and to the 

breeze ! 
I go, since earth her flower hath lost, to join the bright 

and fair, 
And call the grave a kingly ho^*:©, for ye, my Chiefs, 

are there !" 



r^ 
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But whüe the old man sang, a mist of tears 

■ 

I O'er Haroun's eyes had gathered, and a thouglit— ^ 

l Oh ! many a sudden and remorseful thought 

Of his yöuth's once-lov'd friends, the mar^'d race 
O'erflowed his soflening heart-^'* Live^ Hve !" ha 

cried, 
^' Thou faithful unto death ! Hve on, and stUl 

I « 

I Speak of thy lords ; they were a princely band !" 
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THE SPANISH CHAPEL * 



Weep not for those whom the ▼eil of the tomb, 
In life's early morning, hath hid from our eyes, 

Ere sin threw a veil o'er the spirit's young bloom, 
Or earth had profanM what was born for the skies. 

Moore. 



I MADE a mountain-brook my guide, 
Thro' a wild Spanish glen, 

And wandered, on its grassy side, 
Far from the homes of meo. 

It lured me with a singing tone, 
And many a sunny glanee, 

To a green spot of beauty lone, 
A haunt f«r old roniance. 



'('Suggestedby ascene beautifully described in the "RecoUections 
of the Peninsula." 
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Ä dim and deeply-bosom'd grove 

Of many an aged tree, 
Such as the shadowy violets love, 

The fawn and forest-bee. 

The darkness of the chestnut bough 

There on the waters lay, 
The bright stream reverently below, 

Check'd its ezulting play ; 

And bore a music all subdued, 

And led a silveiy sheen, 
On thro' the breathing solitude 

Of that rieh leafy scene. 

For something viewlessly around 

Of solemn influence dweh, 
In the soft gloom, and whispery aound, 

Not to be told, but feit : 



I 
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While sending forth a quiet gleam 

Across tfae wood's repose, 
And o'er the twilight of the stream, 

A lowly chape] rose. 

A pathway to that still retreat 
Thro' many a myrtle wound, 

And there a sight — ^how strangely sweet ! 
My Steps in wonder bound. 

For on a brilliant bed of flowers, 
Even at the threshold made, 

As if to sleep thro' sultry hours, 
A young fair child was laid. 

To sleep ?— oh ! ne'er on childhood's eye, 

And Silken lashes press'd, 
Did the warm living slumber lie, 

With such a weight of rest ! 
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Yet still a tender crimson glow 

Its cheek's pure marble dyed — 
'Twas but the light's faint Streaming flow 

Thro' roses heap'd beside. 

I stoop'd — the smooth round arm was chill, 

The sofl lip's breath was fled, 
And the bright ringlets hung so still — . 

The lovely child was dead ! 

** Alas !" I cried, " fair faded thing ! 

Thou hast wrung bitter tears, 
And thou hast left a wo, to cling 

Round yeaming hearts for years !" 

But then a voice came sweet and low — 

I tum'd, and near me säte 
A wonian with a mourner's brow, 

Pale, yet not desolate. 
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And in her still, clear, matron face, 
All solemnly serene, 

4 

A shadow'd image I could trace 
Of that young slumberer's mien. 

^< Stranger ! thou pitiest me," she said, 
With lips that fainüy smiled, 

^' As here I watch beside my A^, ^ 
My fair and precious child. 

^^ But know, the time-wom heart may be 

By pangs in this world riven, 
Keener than theirs who yield, like me, 

m 

An angel thus to Heaven !" 



J 
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THE CAPTIVE KNIGHT. 



The prisoned thrush tnay brook the cage, 
The captive eagle dies for rage. 

Lady of the Lake» 



'TwAS a trumpet's pealing souud ! 
Aad the knight look'd down from the Faymm's tower. 
And a Christian host in its pride and power, 

Thro' the pass heneath him wound. 
Cease awhile, clarion ! Clarion, wild and shrill, 
Cease ! let them hear the captive's voice — ^he still ! 

" I knew 'twas a trumpet's note ! 
And I see my hrethren's lanees gleam, 
And their pennons wave hy the mountain sü^am, 

And their plumes to the glad wiad float ! 

Cease awhile, cterion ! Clarion, wild and sbrül, 

Cease ! let Üiem hear the captive's voice*^^be stiH ? 

19 
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" I am here, with my heavy chain ! 
And I look on a torrent sweeping by, 
And an eagle rushing to the sky, 

And a host, to its battle-plain ! 
Cease awhile, clarion ! Clarion, wild and shrill, 
Cease ! let them hear the captive's voice — be still 1 

" Must I pine in my fetters here ? 
With the wild wave's foam, and the free bird's flighty 
And the tall spears glancing on my sight, 

And the trumpet in mine ear ? 
Cease awhile, clarion !. Clarion, wild and shrill, 
Cease ! let them hear the captive's voice — ^be still ! 

" They are gone ! they have all pass'd by ! 
They in whose i^aia I had bome my part, 
They that I lov'd with a brother's heart, 

They have leil me here to die ! 
Sound ägain, clarion ! Clarion pour thy blast ! 
Sound ! for the captive's dream of hope is past.'^ 



THE KAISER'S FEAST. 



Louis, Emperor of Germany, haying put his brother, the 
Palsgrave Rodolphus, uoder the ban of the empire, (io the 12th 
Century,) that unfortunate Prince fled to England, where he 
died io neglect and porerty. " After hia decease, his mother, 
Matilda, pri^ately invited his children to retum to Germany ; 
and by her mediation, during a season of festivity, when Louis 
kept wassail in the Castle of Heidelberg, the family of his bro- 
ther preaented themselves before him in the garb of suppliants, 
imploring pity and forgi?ene8s. To this appeal the victor 
softeoed.'' — Miss Benger's Memoirs of the Quten of Bohema. 
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THE KAISERS FEAST. 



The Kaiser feasted in his hall, 

The red wine mantled high ; 
Banners were trembling on the wall, 

To the peals of minstrelsy : 
And many a gleam and sparkle came 

From the armour hung around, 
As it caught the glance of the torch's flame, 

Or the hearth with pine-boughs crown'd. 

Why feil there silence on the chord 

Beneath the harper's hand ? 
And suddenly, from that rieh board, 

Why rose the wassail-band ? 
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The strings were hush'd — the knights made way 

For the queenly mother's tread, 
As up the hall, in dark array, 

Two fair-hair'd hoys she led. 

She led them ev'n to the Kaiser's place, 

V 

And still before him stood ; 
Till, with Strange wonder, o'er his face 

Flush'd the proud warrior-blood : 
And " Speak, my mother ! speak !" he cried, 

" Wherefore this mourning vest ? 
And the clinging children by thy side, 

In weeds of sadness drest?'' 

^' Well may a mourning vest be mine, 

And theirs, my son, my son ! 
liook on the features of thy line 

In each fair littU one ! 
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Tho' grief awhile witffin their eyes 

Hath tamed the danciog glee^ 
Yet there thine own quick »pirit lies — 

Thy brother's children see ? 

" And where is he, thy brother, where 1 

He, in thy home that grew, 
And smiling, wtth his sunny hair, 

Ever to greet thee flewi 
How woiüd his arms thy ne^k entwine, 

His fond ups press thy brow ! 
My son! oh, call these orphans thine— 

Thou hast no brother now ! 

<« What ! from their gentle eyes doth nought 
Speak of thy childhood's hours, 

And smite thee with a tender thought 
Of thy dead father's towers ? 
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Kind was thy bojish heart and trae, 

When rear'd together thercy 
Thro' the old woods like &wns ye flew— 

Where is thy brother-*where ? 

'* Well didst thou love him theo, and he 

StiU at thy aide was seen ! 

t 
How IS it that such thmgs can be, 

As tho' they near had been? 
Evil was this world*s breath, wfaich came 

Between the good and brave ! 
Now must the tears of grief and shame 

Be ofier'd to the grave. 

'' And let them, let them there be pour'd ! 

Tho' all unfelt below, 
Thine own wrung heart, to love restor'd, 

Shall soften as they flow. 
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Oh ! death is'inighty to make peace ; 

Now bid bis work be done ! 
So many an inward strife shall cease — 

Take, take these babes, my son !" 



J 



His eye was dimm'd — the strong man shook 

With feelings long suppress'd ; 
Up in his arms the boys he took. 

And strain'd them to his breast. 
And a shout from all in the royal hall 

Burst forth to hail the sight ; 
And eyes were wet, midst the brave that met 

At the Kaiser's feast that night. 



i 
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TASSO AND HIS SISTER. 



« Devant tous est Sorrente ; lä d^meuroit la soeur de Tasse, 
qoaiid fl mt en p61^rin demander a cette obscure amie, an asjle 
contre Piqjustice des princes, — Ses longaes douleurs aTaient pres- 
que egar^ sa raisoo ; U ne lui restoit plus que son g^e." — Corwne, 



She sat, where on each wind that sigh'd, 

The citron's breath went by, 
While the red gold of eventide 

Burn'd in th' Italian sky. 
Her bower was one where daylight's close 

Füll oft sweet laughter found, 
As thence the voice of childhood rose 

To the high vineyards round. 
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But still and thoughtful, at her knec, 

Her children stood that hour, 
Their bursts of song and dancing glee, 

HushM as by words of power. 
With bright, fix'd, wondering eyes that gaz'd 

Üp to their mother's face, 
With brows thro' parted ringlets rais'd, 

They stood in silent grace. 

While she — ^yet something o'er her look 

Of mournfulness was spread — 
Forth from a poet's magic book, 

The glorious numbers read ; 
The proud undying lay, which pour'd 

Its light on evil years ; 
His of the gifled pen and sword,* 

The triumph — ^and the tears. 



"^ It 18 scarcelj necessary to recall the well-known Italian saj- 
ine:, that Tasso with his sword and pen was superior to all men. 
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She read of fair Erminia's flight, 

Which Venice once might hear 
Sung OD her glittering seas at night, 

By many a Gondolier ; 
Of him she read, who broke the charm 

That wrapt the myrtle grove ; 
Of Godfrey's deeds, of Tancred's arm, 

That slew his Paynim love. 

Young cheeks around that bright page glow'd, ' 

Young holy hearts were stirr'd ; 
And the meek tears of woman flow'd 

Fast o'er each burning word. 
And sounds of breeze, and fount, and leaf^ 

Game sweet, each pause between ; 
When a stränge voice of sudden grief 

Burst on the gentle scene. 
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The mother tum'*—» way-wotn man, 

In pilgrim-garb stooil nigh, 
Of Btately mieD, yet wild and wan, 

Or proud yet mournfui eye> 
But drops whicb would not slay for pride, 

Front that dark eye gush'd free, 
As pressing his pale brow, he cried, 

" Forgotteo ! ev'n by theo ! 



" Am I so changed ? — and yet we two 

Oft band in band bave play'd ; — 
This brow hath been all baÜi'd in dew, 

Fiom wreaths whicb tbou hast made ; 
We bave knelt down and said oiie pra^r, 

And sung one vesper-straia ; 
My soul is dim witb clouds of care— 

Teil me those words again ! 
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'^ Life hath been heavj on my head, 

I come a stricken deer, 
Bearing the heart, midst crowds that bled, 

To bleed in stillness here." — 
She gaz'd — ^till thoughts that long häd slept, 

Shook all her thriUing frame — 
She feil upon bis neck and wept, 

Murmuring her brother's name. 

Her brotker^a name !-^and who was he, 

The weary one, th' unknown, 
That came, the bitter world to flee, 

A stranger to bis own 1 — 
He was the ^rd of gifts divine 

To sway the souls of men ; 
He of the song for Salem's shrine, 

He of the sword and pen ! 
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ULLA, OR THE ADJÜRATION. 



Yet «peak to me ! I have outwatch'd tbe stars^ 
And gaz'd o'er heaven in vain, in searcb of tbee. 
Speak to me ! I have ivander'd o'er the earth. 
And never found thy likeness. — Speak to me ! 
Thia once— once more ! 

Manfred, 



" Thou'rt gone ! — ^thou'rt slumbering low, 

With the sounding seas above the« ; 
It is but a restless wo, 

But a hauQting dream to love thee ! 
Thrice the glad swan has sung, 

To greet the spring-time hours, 
Since thine oar at parting fliing 

The white spray up in showers. 
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There's a shadow of tfae grave on thy hearth, and round 

thy home ; 
Come to me from the ocean's dead ! — tbou'rt surely of 

them— come !" 



'Twas Ülla's voice — alone she stood 
In the Iceland summer night, 

Far gazing o'er a glassy flood, 

From a dark rock's beetling height. 

'^ I know thou hast thy bed. 

Where the sea-weed's coil hath bound thee 
The storm sweeps o'er thy head, 

But the depths are hush'd around thee. 
What wind shall point the way 

To the Chambers where thou'rt lying ? 
Come to me thence, and say 

If thou thought'st on me in dying ? 
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I will not shrink to see thee with a bloodless lip and 

cheek — 
Come to me from the ocean's dead ! — ^thou'rt surely of 

them — speak !" 

She listened — 'twas thc wind's low moan, 

'Twas the ripple of the wave, 
'Twas the wakening ospray's cry alone, 

As it Started from its cave. 



^' I know each fearful spell 

Of the ancient Runic lay, 
Whose mutter'd words compel 

The teropest to obey. 
But I adjure not thee 

By magic sign or song, 
My voice shall stir the sea 

By love, — the deep, the strong ! 
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By the might of woman's tears, by the passion of her 

sighs, 
Come to me from the ocean's dead — hy the vows we 

pledg'd — arise !" 

Again she gaz'd with an eager glance, 

Wandering and wildly bright ; 
She saw but the sparkling waters dance 

To the arrowy northern light. 

** By the slow and struggling death 

Of hope that loath'd to part, 
By the fierce and withering breath 

Of despair on youth*s high heart ; 
By the weight of gloom which clings 

To the mantle of the night, 
By the heavy dawn which brings 

Nought lovely to the sight, 
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Bj all that from my weary soul thou hast wrung of grief 

and fear, 
Come to me from the ocean's dead — awake, arise, 

appear !" 

Was it her yeaming spirit's dream, 

Or did a pale form rise, 
And o'er the hush'd wave gtide and gleam, 

With bright, stilly moumful eyes ? 

'^ Have the depths heard 1 — they have ! 

My voice prevails — ^thou'rt there, 
Dim from thy watery grave, 

Oh ! thou that wert so fair ! 
Tet take me to thy rest ! 

There dwells no fear with love ; 
Let me slumber on thy breast, 

TVhile the billows roll above ! 
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Where the long-lost things lie hid, where the bright 

ones have their home, 
We will sleep amoug the ocean's dead — stay for me^ 

stay !-^I come !" 

There was a sullen plunge below, 

A flashing on the main, 
And the wave shut o'er that wild heart's wo, 

Shut — and grew still again. 
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TO WORDSWORTH. 



Thine is a strain to read among the hüls, 
The old and füll of voiees ; — by the source 

Of some free stream, whose gladdening presence filla 
The solitude with sound ; for in its course 

Even such is thy deep song, that seems a part 

Of those high scenes, a fountain from their heart. 

Or its calm spirit fitly may be taken 

To the still breast, in sunny garden-bowers, 

Where vemal winds each tree's low tones awaken, 
And bud and bell with changes mark the hours. 

There let thy thoughts be with me, while the day 

Sinks with a golden and serene decay. 
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TO WORDSWORT H. 
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Or by some hearth where happy faces meet, 

When night hath hush'd the woods, with all their birds, 

There from some genüe voice, that lay were sweet 
As antique music, link'd with household words. 

While, in pleased murmurs, woraan's lip mighl move, 

And the rais'd eye of childhood shine in love. 

Or where the shadows of dark solemn yews 
Brood silently o'er some lone burial-ground, 

Thy verse hath power that brightly might diffuse 
A breath, a kindling, as of spring, around ; 

From its own glow of hope and courage high, 

And steadfast faith's victorious constancy. 

True bard, and holy ! — thou art ev'n as one 
Who, by some secret gift of soul or eye, 

In every spot beneath the smiling sun, 

Sees where the Springs of living waters lie : 

Unseen awhile they sleep — ^till, touch'd by thee, 

Bright healthful waves flow forth to each glad Wan- 
derer free. 
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A MOXARCH'S DEATHBED. 



Im mfum ^ aficnrardf eaJkd i<Kw fie Pamddc, w lell to Ae 
|»|r tiM; «rufHUe, MMf 0% Mpportei mhmht^ wimiIi bj a fe- 



A xoHABCH OD hl« deatb-bed laj — 

Did Centers waft perfumey 
And »oft lamps pour their sUvery rar, 

Tbro^ hu proud chamber's gloom ? 
He lay upon a greensward bed, 

Beneath a darkening gky — 
A lone tree w^aving o'er bis head, 

A Hmd «tream rolling bv. 
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Had he then falPn as warriors fall, 

Where spear strikes fire with spear 1 
Was there a banner for his pall, 

A buckler for his hier ? 
Not so ; — nor cloven shields nor heims 

Had strewn the bloody sod, 
^Vhere he, the helpless lord of Fealms, 

Yielded his soul to God* 



Were there not friends with words of cheer, 

And princely vassals nigh ? 
And priests, the cruciüx to rear 

Before the glazing eye ? 
A peasant girl that royal head 

lipon her bosom laid, 
And, shrinking not for woman's dread, 

The face of death survey'd. 
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Alone she sat : — from hiil and wood 
Red sank the mournful sun ; 

Fast gush'd the fount of noble blood, 
Treason its worst had done ! 

With her long hair she vainly press'd 
The wounds to staunch their tide— 

Unknown, on that meek humble breast, 
Imperial Albert died! 



\ , 



ÜKMil^MMiAMiMBMri 



TO THE MEMORY OF H£BER. 241 



TO THE MEMORY OF HEBER. 



Umile in tanta gloria. — ^Prtraroh 



If it be sad to speak of treasures gone, 
Of sainted genius called too soon away, 

Of light, from this world taken, while it shone 
Yet kindling onward to the perfect day ; 

How shall our grief, if moumful these things be. 

Flow forth, oh, Thou of many gifls ! for thee ?. 

Hath not thy voice been here among us heard 1 
And that deep soul of gentleness and power, 

Haye we not feit its breath in every word, 
Wont from thy lip, as Hermon's dew, to shower ? 

Yes ! in our hearts thy fervent thoughta have bum'd, 

Of Heaven they were^ and thitber have retura'd« 

21 
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How shall we mourn thee 1 — With a lofty trust, 
Our life's immortal birthright from above ! 

With a glad faith, whose eye, to track the just, 
Thro' shades and mysteries lifts a glance of love, 

And yet can weep ! — for nature thus deplores 

The friend that leaves us, tho' for happier shores. 

And one high tone of triumph o'er thy hier, 
One atrain of solemn raptufe be allow'd ! 

Thou, that rejoicing on thy mid career, 
Not to decay, but unto death, hast bow'd ; 

In those biight regions of the rising sun, 

Where victory ne'er a crown like thine had won* 

Fraise ! for yet one more name with power endow'd, 
To cheer and guide us, onward as we press ; 

Yet one more image on the heart bestow'd, 
To dwell there, beautiful in holiness ! 

Thine, Heber, thine ^ whose memory from die dead, 

Shines as the star which to the Saviour led» 
St. Asapb, Sept. 1826. 
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THE ADOPTED CHILD. 



^' Why wouldst thou leave me, oh ! gentle child ? 

Thy home on the mountain is bleak and wild, 

A straw-roof 'd cabin with lowly wall — 

Mine is a fair and a pillar'd hall, 

Where many an image of marble gleams, 

And the sunshine of picture for ever streams." 

** Oh ! green is the turf where my brothers play, 
Thro' the long bright hours of the summer-day, 
They find the red cup-moss where they climb, 
And they ^hase the bee o'er the scented thyme, 
And the rocks where the heath-flower blooms they 

kiow — 
Lady, kind lady ! oh ! let me go," 
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" Content thee, boy ! in my bower to dweli, 
Here are sweet sounds which thou lovest well ; 
Flutes on the air in the stilly noon, 
Harps which the wandering breezes tune ; 
And the silvery wood-note of many a* bird, 
Whose Yoice was ne'er in thy mountains heard." 

'^ Oh ! my mother sings, at. the twilight's fall, 
A song of the. hills far more sweet than all ; 
She sings it under our own green tree, 
To the habe half slumbering on her knee ; 
I dreamt last night of that music low— 
Lady ! kind lady ! oh ! let me go." 

" Thy mother is gone from her cares to rest, 
She hath taken the habe on her quiet breast ; 
Thou wouldst meet her footstep, my böy, no more, 
Nor hear her song at the cabin door. 
Conn thou with me to the vineyards nigh, ^, 
And we'U pluck the grapes of the riebest dye.'- 
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** Is my mother gone from her home awayl — 

But I know that my brothers are there at play. 

I know they are gathering the fox-glovo's bell, 

Or the long fern-leaveä by the sparkling well, 

Or they launch their boats where the bright streams 

flow, — 
Lady, kind lady ! oh ! let me go." 

'< Fair child, thy brothers are Wanderers now, 
They sport no more on the mountain's brow, 
They have lefl the fern by the spring's green side, 
And the streams where the fairy barks were tried. 
Be thou at peace in thy brighter lot, 
For thy cabin-home is a lonely spot." 

" Are they gone, all gone from the sunny hill ?— 

But the bird and the blue-fly rove o'er it still ; 

And the red-deer bound in their gladness free, 

And the heath is bent by the singing bee, 

And the waters leap, and the fresh winds blow, — 

Lady, kind lady ! oh ! let me go." 

21* 
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INVOCATION. 



I called on dreams uadfinoos, to difldoae 
That which is veiPd from waking thought, conjured 
Eternity, as men constrain a gfaost 
To appear and answer. 

WORDBWORTH. 



Answer me, burning stars of night ! 

Where is the spirit gone, 
That past the reach of human sight, 

As a swift breeze hath fiown ?-— 
And the stars answered me-— '' We roll 

In light and power on high ; 
jBut, of the neTer-d3dng souI, 

Ask that which catinot die." 



.— . X- 
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Oh ! many-toned'and chainless wind ! 

Thou art a wanderer free ; 
Teil, me if thou its place canst find, 

Far over mount and sea t — 
And the wind murmur'd in reply, 

'^ The blue deep I have cross'd, 
And met its barks and billows high, 

But not what thou hast lost" 

Ye clouds that gorgeously repose 

Around the setting sun, 
Answer ! have ye a home for those 

Whose earthly race is run ? 
The bright clouds answer'd— « We depart, 

We vanish firom the sky ; 
Ask what is deathless in thy heart, 

For that which cannot die." 
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Speak then, thou voice of God \vithin, 

Thou of the deep low tone ! 
Answer me, thro' life's restless din, 

Where is the spirit flown 1 — 
And the voice answered — " Be thou still l 

Enough to know is given ; 
Glouds, WHids, and stars their part fulfiK 

Thine is to trüst in Heaven." 







KORNER AND HIS SISTER. 



Charles Theodore Korner, the celebrated joang Grerman poet 
and soldier, was killed in a skirmish with a detachment oi 
French troops, on the 20th of August, 1813, a few hours afler 
the composition of bis populär piece, " The Sword-song." He 
was buried at the village of Wobbelin in Mecklenburgh, under 
a beautiful oak, in a recess of which he had frequently deposited 
Terses composed by him while campaigning in its Yicinity. Tbe 
monument erected to bis memory is of cast iron, and the upper 
part 18 wroaght into a lyre and sword, a favourite emblem of 
Komer's, from which one of bis works had been entitled. 
Near the grave of the poet is that of bis only sister, who dicd of 
grief for bis loss, having only survived bim long enougb to com* 
plete bis portrait, and a drawing of bis burial-place. Over tbe 
gate of the cemetery is engraved one of bis own Unes : 
" VergiBs die treuen Todten nicht." 
Forget not the faitbful dead. 

See Riehardson'^s translaUon of Kornetts Life md Works, and 
Doume'8 Leiters from Jdecklenbwrgh. 



4IL. 
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KORNER AND HIS SISTER. 



Green wavc the oak for ever o'er thy rest, 
Thou that beneath its crowning foliage sleepestj 

And, in the stillness of thy country's breast, 
Thy place of memory, as an altar keepest ; 

Brightly thy spirit o'er her hüls was pour'd, 
Thou of the Lyre and Sword ! 

Rest, bard ! rest, soldier ! — ^by the father's band 
Here shall the child of after-years be led, 

With his wreath-ofTering silently to stand, 
In the hush'd presence of the glorious dead. 

Soldier and bard ! for thou thy path hast trod 
With freedom and with God. 
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The oak wav'd proudly o'er thy burial-rite, 

On thy crown'd hier to slumber warriors bore thee, 

And with tnie hearts thy brethren of the fight 

Wept as they veil'd their drooping banners o'er thee. 

And the deep guns with roUing peal gave token> 
That Lyre and Sword were broken. 

Thou hast a hefo's tomb : — a lowlier bed 

Is hers, the gentle girl beside thee lying, 
The gentle girl, that bow'd her fair young head, 

When thou wert gone, in silent sorrow dying» 
Brother, true friend ! the tender and the brave — 
She pined to share thy grave. 

Fame Was thy gifl from others ; — ^but for hery 
To whom the wide world held that only spot, 

She lov'd thee ! — lovely in your lives ye were, 
And in your early deaths divided not« 

Thou hast thine oak, thy trophy : — what hath she t 
Her own blcst place by thee ! * 
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It was thy spirit, brother ! whicb had made 
The bright earth glorious to her thoughtful eye, 

Since first io childhood midst the vines ye play'd, 
And sent gkd singiag Üiro' the free blue sky. 

Ye were but two— and when that spirit pass'd, 
Wo to the one, the last ! 

Wo, yet not long ! — She linger'd but to trace 
Thine Image from the image in her breast, 

Once, once again to see that buried face 
But smile upon her, ere she went to rest. 

Too sad a smile l its living light was o'er, 
It answer'd hers no more. 



The earth grew silent when thy voice departed, 
The home too lonely whence thy step had fled ; 

What then was left for her, the faithful-hearted ? 
Death, death, to still the yeaming for the dead ! 

Soßly she perish'd : — ^be the Flower depior'd 
Here witfa the Lyro and Sword ! 
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Have ye not met ere now ? — ;S0 let those trust 
That meet for moments but to part for years, 

That weep, watch, pray, to hold back dust from dust> 
That love, where love is but a fount of tears. 

Brother, sweet sister! peace around ye dwell — 
jpyre, Sword, and Flower, farewell !* 



* The foHowing lines recently addressed to the author of the 
above, by the Tenerable father of Koraer, who, with the mother, still 
sinriTes the '' Lyre, Sword, and Flower" here commemorated, may 
not be uninteresting to the German reader. 

Wohllaut tont aus der Feme von freundlichen Lüden getragen, 
SchmeiGhelt mit lindernder Kraft sich in der Trauernden Ohr, 
Stärkt den erhebenden Glauben an solcher seelen Verwandschaft, 
Die zum Tempel die brüst nur für das Würdige weihn. 
Aus dem Lande zu dem sich stets der gefeyerte Jungling 
Hingezogen gefühlt, wird ihm ein glänzender Lohn. 
Heü dem Brittischen Volke, wenn ihm das Deutsche nicht fremd ist ! 
Über Lander und Meer reichen sich beyde die Hand. 
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AN HOÜR OF ROMANCE. 



J come 



T9 this sweet place for quiet. Every tree. 
And biuh, and fiagnmt flower, and hiUy path. 
And thymy mound that flings unto the winds 
Its morning ineense, is my firiend. 

Bahrt Cöi^wall. 



There were thick leaves above me and around, 
And low sweet sighs, like those-of childhood's 
sleep, 
Amidst their dimness, and a fitful sound 

As of soft showers on water ;— dark and deep 
Lay the oak shadows o'er the turf, so still, 
They seem'd but pictur'd glooms : a hidden rill 
Made music, such as haunts us in a dream, 
TJnder the fem-tufts ; and a tender gleam 



i 
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Of soft green light, as by the glow-worm shed, 
Game pouring thro' the woven beech-boughs dowjD, 

And steep'd the magic page wherein I read 
Of royal chivalry and old renown, 

A tale of Palestine.* — Meanwhile the bee 
Swept past me with a tone of summer bours, 
A drowsy bügle, wafling thoughts of flowers, 

Blue skies and amber sunshine : brightly free, 

On filmy wings the purple dragon-fly 

Shot glancing like a fairy javelin by ; 

And a Sweet voice of sorrow told the dell 
Where sat the lone wood-pigeon : 

But ere long, 

All sense of these things faded, as the spell 

Breathing from that high gorgeous tale grew strong 

On my chain'd soul : — 'twas not the leaves I heard — 

A Syrian wind the Lion-banner stirr'd, 



* The Taliaman— Tales of the Crusaders. 
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Thro' its proud floating folds : — 'twas not the brook, 
Siogiog in secret thro' its grässy glen — 
A wild shrill trumpet of the Saracen 
Feal'd from the desert's lonely heart, and ahook 
The burning air. — Like clouds when winds are high, 
O'er glittering sands flow steeds of Araby, 
And tents rose up, and sudden lance and spear 
Flash'd where a fountain's diamond wave lay clear^ 
Shadow'd by graceful palm-trees. Then the shout 
Of merry England's joy swell'd freely out, 
Sent thro' an Eastern heaven, whose glorious hue 
Made shields dark mirrors to its depths of blue ; 
And harps were there — I heard their soundbg strings, 
As the waste echoed to the mirth of kings. — 
The bright masque faded. — Unto life's wom track, 
What call'd me from its flood of glory, back ? 
A voice of happy childhood ! — and they pass'd, 
Banner, and harp, and Paynim trumpet's blast ; 
Yet might I scarce bewail the splendours gone, 
My heart so leap'd to that sweet laughter's tone. 
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A VOYAGlER'S DREAM OF LAND. 



Hifl yery heart athirst 
To gaze at Nature in her green array, 
Upon the ship's tall side he Stands, possess'd 
With iisions prompted by intens desire ; 
Fair fields appear below, such as be left 
Far distant, such as he would die to find — 
He seeks them beadlong, and is seen no more. 



COWPER. 



The hoUow dash of waves ! — the ceaseless roar !-r- 
Silence, ye billows ! — vex my soul no more. 

There's a spring in the woods by iny sunny home, 

Afar from the dark sea's tossing foam ; 

Oh ! the fall of that foimtain is sweet to hear, 

As a song from the shore to the sailor's ear ! 

22* 
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TWo* die (e^iätar («n u>i Ae oirc bo^s, 
Aad tbe ^«am oo lu paih as it Meab mny 
I«o deeper »dsad^a from tfee sohij d^. 
And tbe large irater-liBa dnt o"« its bed 
Theü pearty leaies h> the soft Kgfal apread, 
Tbej bainit me ! I drcam oT ifait bri^ spfing*! 
I ibirst f«r ilH nlls, Eike a « 



Be still thoa sea-bird, «ith tbf cbn^ng ci; ■ 
My Bpirit sicken«, as Xhy wiag sweep« bj. 

Know ytt iny hoiae, with the Inlliiig sonod 
Or Icavea from the lime and the chestnut loODd ? 
Know je il, brethren ! wliere bower'd it lies, 
Undcr the purplc of aoutbeni skiesT 
With the Ktroarny gold of Ihe sua that shines 
In tbro' the cIüuU or its cluatering vines, 
Ad(] the summer-breatb of the myrüe-flowers ; 
Borne fiom the mountaini in dewy houre, 
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And the fire-fly's glance thro' the darkening ahades, 
Like shooting stars in the forest-glades, 
And the scent of the citron at eve's dim fall — 
Speak ! have je known, have ye feit them all ? 

The heavy roUtng surge ! the rocking mast ! 

Hush ! give my dream's deep music way, thou blast ! 

Oh ! the glad sounds of the joyous earth ! 
The notes of the singing cicala's mirth, 
The murmuVs that live in the mountain pines, 
The sighing of reeds as the day declines, 
The wings flitting home thro' the crimson glow 
That ateeps the woods when the sun is low» 
The voiee of the night-bird that aends a thnll 
To the heart of the leaves when the winds are still — 
I hear them ! — around me they lise, diey swell, 
They call back my spirit with Hope to dwell, 
They come with a breath from the fresh spring-time, 
And waken my youth in its hour of prime. 



ir""»«^w-™^P!pi^'-^w™Br '■^C'^w^^^W^ "'" ■ ^^^w-wiMi^B-^iP^wiwBP 



260 MISCELLAN£OUS FIECES. 

The white foam dashes high — away, away ! 
Shroud my green land no more, thou blinding spray ! 

It is there ! — down the mountains I see the sweep 

Of the chestnut forests, the rieh and deep, 

With the bürden and glory of flowers that they bear, 

Floating upborne on the blue summer-air, 

And the light pouring thro' them in tender gleams, 

And the flashing forth of a thousand streams ! — 

Hold me not, brethren ! I go, I go, 

To the hüls of my youth where the mjrtles blow, 

To the depths of the woods, where the shadows rest, 

Massy and still, on the greensward's breast, 

To the rocks that resound with the water's play — 

I hear the sweet laugh of my fount — give way ! 

Give way ! — the booming surge, the tempest's roar, 
The sea-bird's wcdl, shall vex my soul no more. 



THE EFFIGIES. 



Der rasche Kampf verewigt einen Mann : 
Er falle gleich, so preiset ihn das Lied. 
Allein die Thranen, die unendlichen 
Der überbliebnen, der yerlass'nen Frau, 
Zahlt keine Nachwelt. 

Goethe. 



Warrior! whose Image on thy torab, 

With shield and crested head, 
Sleeps proudly in the purple gloom 

By the stain'd window shed ; 
The records of thy name and race 

Have faded from the stone, 
Yet, thro' a cloud of years I trace 

liVliat thou hast been and done. 



1 
i 
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A banner, from its flashing spear 

Flung out o'er many a fight, 
A war-cry ringing far and clear, 

And strong to turn the flight ; 
An arm that bravely bore the lance 

On for the holy shrine ; 
A haughty heart and a kingly glance — 

Chief! were not these things thine : 

A lofly place where leaders säte 

Around the council-board^ 
In festive halls a chair of State 

When the blood-red wine was pour'd ; 
A name that drew a prouder tone 

From herald, harp, and bard ; — 
Surely these things were all thine own, 

So hadst thou thy reward. 



^^ 
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Woman ! whose sculptur'd form at rest 

By the armed knight is laid, 
With meek hands folded o'er a breast 

In matron robes array'd ; 
What was thy tale ]— Oh ! genüe mate 

Of hina, the bold and free, 
Bound unto bis victorious fate, 

What bard hath sung of thee ? 

He wooed a bright and burniug star — 

Thine was the void, the gloom, 
The straining eye that foUow'd far 

His fast receding plume ; 
The heart-sick listening while his steed 

Sent echoes on the breeze ; 
The pang — ^but when did Farne take heed 

Of griefs obscure as these ? 
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Thy silent and secluded hours 

Thro' many a lonely day, 
While bending o'er thy broider'd flowers, 

With spirit flir away ; 
Thy weeping midnight prayers for him 

Who fought on Syrian plains, 
Thy watchings tili the torch grew dim — 

These fill no minstrel strains. 



A still, sad life was thine ! — ^long years 

With tasks unguerdon'd fraught, 
Deep, quiet love, submissive tears, 

Yigils of anxious thought ; 
Prayer at the cross in fervour pour'd, 

Alms to the pilgrim given — 
Oh ! happy, happier than thy lord, 

In that lone path to heaven ! 
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THE LANDING OF THB PILGRIM 
FATHERS IN NEW ENGLAND. 



Look now abroad — another race has AHM 

Those populouB borders — wide the wood reoedea. 

And towns shoot up, and fertile realms are tiU'd ; 
The land ia füll of harvests and green meads. 

Brtant. 



The breaking waves dashM high 
On a Stern and rack«bound coast, 

And the woods against a stormy sky 
Their giant branches toss'd ; 

And the heavy night hung dark, 

The hills and waters o'er, 

When a band of exiles moor'd their bark 

On the wild New-England shore. 

23 
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\ 

Not as the conqueror comes, 

They, the true-hearted came ; 
Not with the roll of the stirring drams, 

And the tru4t>et that sings of fame : 

Not as the flying come, 

In silence and in fear ; — 
They shook the depths of the desert gloom 

With their hymns of lofty cheer. 

Amidst the storm they sang, 

And the stars heard and the sea ! 

And the sounding aisles of the dim woods rang 
To the anthem of the free. 



••fli- 



The ocean-eagle soar'd 

From his nest by the white wave's foam, 
And the rocking pines of the forest roar'd — 

This was their welcome home ! 
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t 

There were men with hoary hair, 
Amidst that pilgrim band ; — 
Why had they come to wither there, 
Away from their childhoodVland ? 

Therö was woman's fearless eye, 
Lit by her deep love's truth ; 
There was manhood's brow serenely high, 
And the fiery heart of youth. 

What sought they thus afar ? 
Bright jewels of the mine 1 
The wealth of seas, the spoils of war ?— 
They sought a faith's pure shrine ! 

Ay, call it holy ground, 

. The soil where first they trod ! 

Cr 

They have left unstain'd what there they found — ^ 

Freedom to worship God. • 
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THE #IRIT'S MYSTERIES. 



And slight, withal, may be the things which bring 

Back ou the heaft the weig^t which it wouM jQing ' 

Aside forcTcr j — ^it may be a soiind — 
A ton^ of music — summer's breath, or spring — 

A flower — ^a leaf— the ocean— which may wound — 
Striking th' electric chaia wherewith we are darkly bound. 

Chüde Hafold. 



The power that dwelleth in sweet sounds to waken 

Yague yearnings, like the sailor's for the shore, 
And dim remembrances, whose hue seems taken 
From some bright former State, our own no more ; 
,» Is not this all ä mystery ] — Who shall say * 

Whence are those thoughts, and whither tends their 
wav? 
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The sudden images of vaatsh'd things, 

That o'er the spirit flash, we know not why ; 

Tones from some broken harp's deserted strings, 
Wann sunset huesof summers^ng gone by, 

A rippling. wave — the dashing of an Wr — 

A flower scent floating past our parents' door ; 

A Word — scarce noted in its hour perchance, 

Yet back retuming with a plaintive tone ; 
A smile — a sunny or a mournful glance, 

Füll of sweet meanings now from this world flown ; 
Are not these mysteries when to life they start, 
And press vain tears in gushes from the heart ? 

• - 

And the far wanderings of the soul in dreams, 

Calling up shrouded faces from the dead, 
And with them bringing soft or solemn gleams, 

Familiär objects brightlj to o'efspread ; 

And wakening buried love, or joy, or fear, — 

These are night's mysteries — who shall make them clear ? ' 

23* \|| 
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And the stränge inborn sense of' Coming ill, 
That ofttimes whispers to the haunted breast, 

In a low ioiOf whicb nought can drown or still, 
Midst feasts and melodies a secret guest ; 

Whence doth thsffinurmur wake, that shadow fall % 

Why shakes tbe spirit thus % — ^tis mysteiy all ! 

Darkly we move — we press upon the brink 
Haply of viewleds worlds, and know it not ; 

Yes ! it may be, that nearer than we think, 

Are those whom death has parted ttom our lot ! 

Fearfully, wondrously, our souls are made — 

Let US walk humbly on, but undismay'd ! 

Humbly— for knowledge strives in vain to feel 
Her way amidst these marvels of the mibd ; 

Tet undismay'd-^for do they not reveal 
Th' immortal being with our dust entwin'd ?««- 

So let US deem ! and e'en the tears they wake 

Shall dien be blest, for that high nature's sake. 
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THE DEPARTE» 



Thou sEalt lie down 
With patriarchs of the Infant world— with kings, 
The powerful of the earth — the wise — the good, 
Fair forms, and hoary seers of ages past, 
All in one mighty sepulchre. 



Brtant. 



And shrink ye from the way 
To the spirit's distant shore ? — 

Earth's migfatiest men, in ann'd array, 
Are thither gone before. 

The wärrior kiogs, whose banner 

Flew far as eagles Üy, 
They are gone where swords avail them not, 

Frora the feast of victory. 



« 
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And the seers who sat of yore 

By Orient palm or wave, 
They have pass'd with all their starry lore— 

a* ' 

Can yc still fear the grave ? 

We fear ! we fear ! — the sunshine 

Is joyous to behold, 
And we reck not the buried kings, 

Nor the awful seers of old. 



♦ 



Ye shrink ! — the bards whose lays 
Have made your deep hearts burn, 

They have lejl the sun, and the voice of praise, 
For the land whence none retum. 

And the beautiful, whose record 

Is the verse that cannot die, 
They too are gone, with their glorioas bloom, 

From the love of human eye. 
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Would ye not join that thron^ 

Of the earth's departed flowers, 
And the maBters of the mighty song 

In their far and fadeless bowers ? 

Those songs are high and holy, 

But th^y vanquish not onr fear ; 
Not from our path those flowers are gone*— 

We fain would linger here ! 

Linger then yet awhile, 

As the last leaves on the bough ! — 
Ye have lov'd the light of many a smile, 

That is taken from you now. 

There have been sweet singing voices 

In your walks that now are still, 

« 

There are seats led void in your earthly homes, 
Which none again may fiU. 
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Soft eyes are seen no more, 

That made spring-time in your heart ; 
Kindred and friends are gone before — 

And ye still fear to pari 1 

We fear not now, we fear not ! 

Though the way thro' darkness bends ; 
Our souls are strong to foUow them^ 

Our own familiär friends ! 



# 
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THE PALM-TREE.* 



It wav'd not thro' an Eastern sky, 
Beside a fount of Araby ; 
It was not fann'd by southern breeze 
In some green isle of Indian seas, 
Nor did its graceful shadow sleep 
O'er stream of Afric, lone and deep. 

But fair the exiPd Palm-tree grew 
Midst foliage of no kindred hue ; 
Thro' the labumum's dropping gold 
Rose the light shaft of orient mould. 
And Europe's violets, faintly sweet, 
Purpled the moss-beds at its feet. 



* Thifl incident is, I think, recorded by De Lille, in bis poem of 
" Lcs Jardins." 
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t 

Strange look'd it there ! — the willow stream'd 

Where silvfery waters near it gleam'd ; 

« 

The lime-bough lured the honey-bee 
•To murmur by the Desert's Tree, 
And showers ^of snowy roses made 
A lustre in its &i-ltke shade. 

There came an eve of festal hours — 
Rieh music fill'd that garden^s bowers : 
Lamps, that from flowering brancfaes hung, 
On sparks of dew soft colours fiung, 
And bright forms glanc'd — ^a fairy show-^ 
Under the blossoms to and fro. 

But one, a lone one, midst the throng, 
Seem'd reckless all of dance or song : 
He was a youth of dusky mien, 
Whereon the Indian sun had been, 
Of crested brow, and long black hair— 
A stranger, like the Falni-tree there. 



•/ 
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And slowlj, sadly, mov'd bis plumes, 
Glittering athwart the leafy glooms : 
He pass'd the pale green olives by, 
Nor won the chestnut-flowers his eye ; 
But when to that sole Palm he came, 
Then shot a rapture through bis Frame ! 

To him, to him,^ its rustling spoke, 

The silence of his soul it broke ! 

It whisper'd of bis own bright isle, 

That lit the ocean with a smile ; 

Aye, to his ear that native tone 

Had something of the sea-wave's moan ! 

His mother's cabin bome, that lay 

Where featbery cocoas fring'd the bay ; 

The dashing of bis brethren's oar, 

The conch-note heard along the shore ; — 

All thro' bis wakening bosom swept : 

He clasp'd his oountry's Tree aod wept ! 

24 
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Oh ! scorn him not ! — the strength, whereby 

The patriot girds himself to die, 

Th' unconquerable power, which fills 

The freeroan battling on hifi hüls, 

These have one fountain deep and clear — 

The same whence gush'd that child-like tear ! 



1. 
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THE CHILD« LAST SLEEP. 

6UGOE3TED BT A MONUMENT OF CHANTRET'S. 



Thou sleepest — ^but when wilt thou wake, fair child ?-— 
When the fawn awakes in the forest wild ? 
When the lark's wing mounts with the breeze of mom ? 
When the first rieh breath of the rose is bom ?— * 
Lovelj thou sleepest, yet something lies 
Too deep and still on thj sofl-seal'd eyes, 
Moumful, tho' sweet, is thy rest to see — 
When will the hour of thy rising be ? 

Not when the fawn wakes, not when the lark 
On the ciimson cloud of the mom floats dark— 
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Grief with vain passionate tears hath wet 

The hair, shedding gleams from thy pale brow yet ; 

Love with sad kisses, unfelt, hath press'd 

Thy meek-dropt eyelids and quiet breast ; 

And the glad spring, calling out bird and bee, 

Shall colour all blossoms, fair child ! but thee. 

Tbou'rt gone from us, bright one ! — ^that thau shouldst 

die, 
And life be lefl to the butterfly !^ 
Thou'rt gone, as a dew-drop is swept from the 

bough — 
Oh ! for the world where thy home is now ! 
How may we love but in doubt and fear, 
How may we anchor our fond hearts here, 
How should e'en joy but a trembler be, 
Beautiful dust ! when we look on thee ? 



'i' A btttterfly, as if resting on a flower, is sculptored on the monu- 
ment. 
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THE SUNBEAM. 



Thou art no lingerer in monarch's hall, 
A joy thou art, and a wealth to all ! 
A bearer of hope unto land and sea — 
Sunbeam ! what gifl hath the world like thee ? 

Thou art Walking the billows, and ocean smiles-^ 
Thou hast touch'd with glory his thousand isles ; 
Thou hast lit up the ships, and the feathery foam, 
And gladden'd the sailor, like words from home. 

To the solemn depths of Üie forest shades, 
Thou art Streaming on thro' Üieir green arcades, 
And the quivering leaves that have caught thy glow, 

Like fire-flies giance to the pools below. 

24* 
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I look'd on the mountains — a vapour lay 
Folding their heights in its dark array : 
Thou brakest forth — and the mist became 
A crown and a mantle of living flame. 

I look'd on the peasant's lowlj cot— > 
Something of sadness had wrapt the spot ; — 
But a gleam of thee on its lattice feil» 
And it laugh'd into beauty at that bright spell. 

To Üie earth's wild places ä guest thou art, 
Flushing the waste like the rose's heart ; 
And thou scomest not from thj pomp to shed 
A tender smile on the ruin's head. 

Thou tak'st thro' the dim church-aisle thy way, 
And its pillars from tirilight fliysh forth to day, 
And its high pale tombs, with tibeir trophies old, 
Are bath'd in a flood as of molten gold. 
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And thou turnest not from the humblest grave, 
Where a flo\^r to the tüghing windß may wave ; 
Thou scatterest its gloom like the dreams of fest, 
Thou sleepest in love on its grassy breast« 



Sunbeam of summer ! oh ! what is like thee ? 

Hope of the wildemess, joy of the sea ! — 

One thing is like thee to mortals given, 

The faith touching aQ things with hues of Heaven ! 
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BREATHINGS OF SPRING. 



Thou giv'st me flowers, thou giv'st me songs ; — ^bring back 
The loTe that I have lost ! 



Wh AT wak'st thou, Spring? — sweet voicesin the woods, 
And reed-]ike echoes, that have long been mute ; 

Thou bringest back, to fill the solitudes, 

The lark's clear pipe, the cuckoo's viewless flute, 

Whose tone seems breathing mournfulness or glee, 
Ev'n as our hearts may be. 

And the leaves grect thee, Spring ? — ^the joyous leaves, 
Whdib tremblings gladden many a copse and glade, 

Where each young spray a rosy flush receives, 
When thy south-wind hath pierc'd the whispery shade, 

And happy murmurs, running thro' the grass, 
Teil that thy footsteps pass. 
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And the biight waters — they too hear thy call, 

Spring, the awakener ! thou hast burst thetr sleep! 

Amidst the hoUows of the rocks their fall 
Makes melody, and in the forests deep, 

Where sudden sparkies and blue gleams betray 
Their windings to the day. 

And flowers — ^the fairy-peopled world of flowers ! 

Thou from the dust hast set that glory free, 
Colouring the cowslip with the sunny hours. 

And pencilling the wood-anemone ; 
Silent they seem— -yet each to thoughtful eye 
Glows with mute poesy. 

But what awak'st thou in the heartf O, Spring i 
The human heart, with all its dreams and 8%UI? 

Thou that giv'st back so many a buried thing, 
Restorer of forgotten harmonies ! 

Fresh songs and scents break forth where'er thou art, 
What wak'st (hou in the heart ? 
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Too mucb, oh ! there too much! — we know not well 
Wherefore it should be thus, yet rous'd by thee, 

What fond stränge yearnings, frora the soul's deep cell, 
Gush for the faces we no more may see ! 

How are we haunted, in thy wind's low tone, 
By voices that are gone ! 

Looks of familiär love, that nevtr more, 
Never on earth, our aching eyes shall meet, 

Past words of welcome to our household door. 
And vanish'd smiles, and sounds of parted feet — 

Spring ! midst the murmurs of thy flowering trees, 
Why, why reviv'st thou these ? 

Vain longings for the dead ! — ^why come they back 
Wifh thy young birds, and leaves, and living blooms ? 

Oh ! is it not, that from thine earthly track 

Hope to thy world may look beyond the tombs ? 

Yes ! gentle spring ; no sorrow dims thine air, 
Breath'd by our lov'd ones there ! 



ri^flWk 
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THE ILLÜMINATED CITY. 



The hills all glow'd with a festive light, 

For the royal city rejoic'd by night : 

There were lamps hung forth upon tower and tree, 

Banners were lifted and Streaming free ; 

Every tall pillar was wreath'd with fire, 

Like a shooting meteor was every spire ; 

And the outline of many a dorne on high 

Was traced, as in stars, on the clear dark sky. 

I pass'd thro' the streets ; there were throngs on 

throngs — 
Like sounds of the deep were their mingled songs ; 
There was music forth from each palace bome — 
A peal of the cymbal, the harp, and horq ; 
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The forests hinrd it, the mountains rang, 
The haml^ts woke to its haughty clcuig ; 
Rieh and victorious was everj tone, 
TelUng the land of her foes o'erthrown. 

Didst thou meet not a moumer for all the slain ? 

Thousands lie dead on their battle-plain ! 

Gallant and true were the hearts that feil — 

Grief in the homes they have left must dwell ; 

Grief o'er the aspect of childhood spread, 

And bowing the beauty of woman's head : 

Didst thou hear, midst the songs, not one tender 

moan, 
For the many brave to their slumbers gone ? 

I saw not the face of a weeper there — 
Too streng, perchance, was the bright lamp's glare ! 
I heard not a wail midst the joyous crowd— - ^ 

The music of victory was au too loud ! 
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Mighty it roll'd on the winds afar, 
Shaking the streets like a conqueror's car ; 
Thro' torches and streamers its flood swept by— 
How could I listen for moan or stgh ? 

Turn then away from life's pageants, turn, 

If its deep story ihy heart would leam ! 

Ever too bright is that outward show, 

Dazzling the eyes tili they see not wo. 

But lift the proud mantle which hides from thy view 

The things thou shouldst gaze on, the sad and true ; 

Nor fear to survey what its folds conceal — 

So must thy spirit be taugbt to feel ! 



25 
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THE SPELLS OF HOME. 



Tlicre bleiid the lies that strcngthen 

Our hcarts iu hours of grief, 
The silver links that lengthen 

Joy's Visits when most brief. 

Bernard Bartok. 



By the soft green light in the woody glade, 
On the banks of moss where thy childhood play'd ; 
By the household tree thro' which thine eye 
First look'd in love to the summer-sky ; 
By the dewy gleam, by the very breath 
Of the primrose tufls in the grass beneath, 
lipon thy heart there is laid a spell, 
Holy and precious— oh ! guard it well ! 
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By the sleepy ripple* of the stream^ 
Which hath lulPd thee into many a dream ; 
By the shiver of the ivy-leaves 
To the wind of morn at thy casement-eaves, 
By the bees' deep murmur in the limes, 
By the music of . the Sabbath-chimes, 
By every sound of thy native shade, 
Stronger a&d dearer the spell is made. 

By the gathering round the winter hearth, 

When twilight call'd unto household mirth ; 

By the fairy tale or the legend old 

In that ring of happy faces told ; 

'By the quiet hour when hearts unite 

In the parting prayer and the kind " Good-night ;" 

By the smiling eye and the loving tone, 

Over thy life has the spell been thrown. 

And bless that gifl ! — it hath gentle might, 
A guardian power and a guiding light. 
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It bath led the freeman forth to stand 
In the mountain-battles of bis land ; 
Ifbath brought the wanderer o'er the seas 
To die on the hüls of bis own fresh breeze ; 
And back to the gates of bis father's hall, 
It bath led the weeping prodigal. 

Yes ! wben thy heart in its pride would stray 
From the pure ürst loves of its youth away ; 
Wben the sullying breatb of the world would come 
O'er the flowers it brought from its childbood's home ; 
Tbink thou again of the woody glade» 
And the sound by the rustling ivy made, 
Tbink of the tree at thy father's door, 
And the kindly spell sball have power once more ! 
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ROMAN GIRL'S SONG. 



Roma, Roma, Roma ! 
Non ^ piu come era prima. 



RoME, Rome ! thou art no morc 

As thou hast been ! 
On thy seven hills of yore 

Thou satst a queen. 

Thou hadst thy triumphs then 

Purpling the street, 

Leaders and sceptred men 

Bow'd at thy feet. 

2.5» 
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They that thy mantle wore, 
As gods were seen — 

Rome, Rome ! thou art no more 
As thou hast been! 



Rome ! thine imperial brow 

Never shall rise : 
What hast thou lefl thee now ?• 

Thou hast thy skies ! 

Blue, deeply blue, they are, 

Gloriously bright ! 
Yeiling thy wastes afar 

With colour'd light. 

Thou hast the sunset's glow, 
Rome, for thy dower, 

Flushing tall cypress-bough, 
Temple and tower ! 
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And all sweet sounds are thine, 

Lovely to hear, 
While night, o'er tomb and shrine, 

Rests darkly clear. 

Many a solemn hymn, 

By Starlight sung, 
Sweeps thro' the arches dim, 

Thy wrecks among. 

Many a flute's low swell, 

On thy soft air 
Lingers, and loves to dwell 

With summer there. 

Thou hast the South's rieh gift 

Of sudden song, 
A charmed fountain, swifi, 

Joyous, and streng. 
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Thou hast fair forms that move 

With queenly tread ; 
Thou hast proud fanes above 

Thy mighty dead. 



Yet wears thy Tiber's shore 

A mournful mien : — 
Rome, Rome ! thou art no more 

As thou hast been ! 
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THE DISTANT SHIP. 



The sea-bird's wing, o'er ocean's breast 

Shoots like a glancing star, 
White the red radiance of the west 

Spreads kindling fast and far ; 

And yet tbat splendour wins thee not, — 

Thy still and thoughtful eye 
Dwells but on one dark distant spot 

Of all the main and sky. 

Look round thee ! — o'er the slumbering deep 

A solemn glory broods ; 
A üre hath touch'd the beacon-steep, 

And all the golden woods : 
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A thousand gorgeous clouds on high 
Bum with the amher Ught ;— 

What speD, from that rieh pageantiy, 
Chains down thy gazing sight ? 

A soüening thought of human cares, 

A feeling Unk'd to earth ! 
Is not yon speck a hark, which bears 

The lov'd of many a hearth ? 
Oh ! do not Hope, and Grief, and Fear, 

Crowd her ftail world even now, 
And manhood's prayer and woman's tear, 

FoUow her venturous prow ? 

Bright are the floating clouds above, 

The gUttering seas below ; 
But we are bound by cords of love 

To kindred weal and wo. 
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Therefore, amidst this wide array 
Of glorious things and fair, 

My soul is on that bark's lone way, 
For human hearts are there. 
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THE BIRDS OF PASSAGE. 



BiRDs, joyous birds of the wandering wing ! 
Whence is it je come with the flowers of spring 1 
— " We come from the shores of the green old Nile, 
From the land where the roses of Sharon smile, 
From the palms that wave thro' the Indian sky, 
From the myrrh-trees of glowing Araby. 

" We have swept o'er cities in song renownM — 

Silent they lie, with the deserts round ! 

We have cross'd proud rivers, whose tide hath roll'd 

All dark with the warrior-blood of old ; 

And eaeh worn wing hath regain'd its bome, 

Under peasant's roof-tree, or monarch's dorne." 



j 
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And what have ye found in the monarch's dorne, 
Since last ye travers'd the blue sea's foam ? 
— " We have found a change, we have found a pall, 
And a gloom o'ershadowing the banquet's hall, 
And a mark on the floor as of life-drops spilt, — 
Nought looks the same save the nest we built !" 

Oh ! joyous birds, it hath still been so ; 
Thro' the halls of kings doth the tempest go ! 
But the huts of the hamlet lie still and deep, 
And the hills o'er their quiet a vigil keep. 
Say what have ye found in the peasant's cot, 
Since last ye parted frora that sweet spot ? 

" A change we have found there — and raany a change ! 

Fäces and footsteps and all things stränge ! 

Gone are the heads of the silvery hair, 

And the young that were, have a brow of care. 

And the place is hush'd where the children play'd, — 

Nought looks the same, save the nest we made !" 

26 
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Sad is your tale of the beautiful earth, 
Birds that o'ersweep it in power and mirth ! 
Yet thro' the wastes of the trackless air, 
Fe haye a Guide, and shall we despair ? 
Ye over desert and deep have pass'd, — 
So may we jreach our bright home at last ! 
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THE GRAVES OF A HOUSEHOLD. 



Thet grew in beauty, side by side, 
They fill'd one home with glee ; — 

Their graves are sever'd, far and wide, 
By mount, and stream, and sea. 

The same fond mother bent at night 
O'er each fair sleeping brow ; 

Shc had each folded flower in sight, — 
Where are those dreamers now ? 

One, midst the forests of the west, 
By a dark stream is laid — 

The Indian knows his place of rest, 
Far in the cedar shadc. 
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The sea, the blue lone sea, hath one, 
He lies where pearls lie deep ; 

He was the lov'd of all, yet none 
0*er his low bed may weep. 

One sleeps where southem vines are drest 

Above the noble slain : 
He wrapt his colours round his breast, 

On a blood-red field of Spain. 

And one — o'er her the myrtle showers 
Its leaves, by sofl winds fann'd ; 

She faded midst Italian flowers, — 
The last of that bright band. 

And parted thus they rest, who play'd 
Beneath the same green tree ; 

Whose voices mingled as they pray'd 
Around one parent knee ! 
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They that witfa smiles lit up the hall, 
And cheer'd with song the hearth, — 

Alas ! for love, if thou wert all, 
And nought beyond, oh, earth ! 



26* 
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MOZARTS REQUIEM. 



A Short time before the death of Mozart, a stranger of remarka- 
ble appearance, and dressed in deep mourning, calied at bis house, 
and requested bim to prepare a requiem, in bis best style, for tbe 
funeral of a distinguisbed person. The sensitive imagination of the 
Gomposer immediately seized upon the circumstance as an omen of 
bis own fate ; and tbe nervous anxiety with which he laboured to 
fulfil the task, bad the efieet of realizing bis impre»sion. He died 
witbin a few days after completing this magnificent piece of music, 
which was performed at bis interment 
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MOZART'S REQUIEM. 



These birds of Paradise but long to flee 
Back to their native mansion. 

Praphecy of Dante, 



A REQUIEM ! — and for whom 1 

For beauty in its bloom ] 
For valour falPn — a broken rose or sword l 

A dirge for king or cbief, 

With pomp of stately grief, 
Banner, and torch, and waving plume deplor'd 1 

Not so^ it is not so ! 

The warning voice I know, 
From other worlds a stränge mysterious tone ; 

A solemn funeral air 

It call'd me to prepare, 
And my heart answer'd secretly — my own ! 
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One iDore then, one more^strain, 

In links of joy and pain 
Mighty the troubled spirit to inthral ! 

And let me breathe my dower 

Of passion and of power 
Füll into that deep lay — ^the last of all ! 

The last !-^-^nd I must go 

From this bright world below, 
This realm of sunshine, ringing with sweet sound! 

Must leave its festal skies, 

With all their melodies, 
That ever in my breast glad echoes found ! 

Yet have I known it long : 

Too restless and too streng 
Within this clay hath been th' o'ermastering flame ; 

Swift thoughts, that came and went, 

Like torrents o'er me sent, 
Have shaken, as a reed, my thrilling frame. 
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Like perfumes on the wind, 

Which none may stay or bind, 
The beautifui comes floating thro' my soul ; 

I strive with yearnings vain, 

The spirit to detain 
Of the deep harmonies that past tne roll ! 

Therefore disturbing dreams 

Troubie the secret streams 
And founts of music that o'erflow my breast ; 

Something far more divine 

Than may on earth be mine, 
Haunts my worn heart, and will not let me rest. 

Shall T then fear the tone 

That breathes from worlds unknown ? — 
Surely these feverish aspirations there 

Shall grasp their füll desire, 

And this unsettled fire, 
Bum calmly, brightly, in immortal air. 
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One more then, one more strain, 

To earthly joy and pain 
A rieh, and deep, and passionate farewell ! 

I pour each fervent thought 

With fear, hope, trembling, fraught, 
Into the notes that o'er my dust shall swell. 
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THE IMAGE IN LAVA.* 



/ 



Thou thing of years departed ! 

What ages have gone by, 
Since here the moumful seal was sei 

By love and agony ! 

Temple and tower have moulder'd, 
Empires from earth have pass'd, — 

And woman's heart hath left a trace 
Those glories to outlast ! 



* The impression of a woman's form, with an Infant clasped to tbc 
bosom, found at the uncoTering of Herculaneum. 
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And childhood's fragile image 
Thus fearfully enshrin'd, 

Survives the proud memorials rear'd 
By conquerors of mankind. 

Babe ! wert thou brightly slumbering 
Upon thy mother's breast, 

When suddenly the fiery tomb 
Shut round each gentle guest ? 

A Strange dark fate o'ertook you, 
Fair babe and loving heart ! 

One moment of a thousand pangs — 
Yet better than to part ! 

Hapiy of that fond bosoni, 
On ashes here impress'd, 

Thou wert the only treasure, child ! 
Whereon a hope might rest. 



THE IMAGE IN LAVA. 313 

Perchance all vainly lavish'd, 

Its other love had been, 
And where it trusted, nought remainM 

But thorns on which to lean. 

Far better tben to perish, 

Tby form within its clasp, 
Than live and lose thee, precious one ! 

From that impassion'd grasp. 

Oh ! I could pass all relics 

Left by the pomps of old, 
To gaze on this rüde monument, 

Cast in afiection's mould. 

Love, human love ! what art thou ? 

Thy print upon the dust 
Outlives the cities of renown 

Wherein the mighty trust ! 



27 
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Immortal, oh ! immortal 

Thou art, whose earthly glow 

Hath given these ashes holiness — 
It must, it must be so ! 



J 
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THE LAST WISH. 



" Well may I weep to leave this world— thee — all these beautiful 
iroods, and plains, and hiUs." 

Ughti and Shadews. 



60 to the forest-sbade, 

Seek thou the well-known glade, 

Where, heavy with sweet dew, the violets lie, 
Gleaming thro' moss-tufls deep, 
Like dark eyes fill'd with sleep. 

And bath'd in hues of summer's midnight sky. 

Bring me their buds, to shed 
Around my dying bed, 
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A breath of May, and of Ihe wood's repose ; 

For I in sooth depart, 

With a reluctant heart, 
That fain would linger where the bright sun glows. 

Fain would I stay with thee^ 

Alas ! this raay not be ; 
Tet bring me still the giAs of happier houra ! 

Go where the fountain's breast 

Catches in glassy rest 
The dim gieen light that pours thro' laurel bowers. 

I know how softly bright, 

Steep'd in that tender light, 
The water-lities tremble there ev'n now ; 

Go to the pure streara's edge, 

And froin i(a whisp'ring sedge. 
Bring me thoae flowera to cool my fever'd brow ! 
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Then, as in Hope's young days, 

Track thou the antique maze 
Of the rieh garden to its grassy mound ; 

Tbere is a lone white rose, 

Shedding, in sudden snows, 
Its faint leaves o'er the emerald turf around. 

Well know'st thou that fair tree — 

A murmur of the bee 
Dwells ever in the honey'd lime above ; 

Bring me one pearly flower 

Of all its clustering shower — 
For on that spot we first reveal'd our love. 

Gather one woodbine bough, 

Then, from the lattice low 

Of the bower'd cottage which I bade thee mark, 

When by the hamlet last, 

Thro' dim wood-lanes we pass'd, 

While dews were glancing to the glow-worm's spark. 

27* 
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Haste ! to my pillow bear 
Those fragrant things and fair ; 

Mj band no more roay bind them up at eve, 
Yet shall their odour soft 
One brigbt dream round me waft 

Of life, youth, summer, — all thart I must leave ! 

And oh ! if thou would'st ask 

Wherefore thy steps I task, 
The grove, the'&tream, the hamlet-vale to trace ; 

'Tis that some thought of me, 

When I am gone, may be 
The spirit bound to each familiär place. 

I bid mine image dwell, 

(Oh ! break not thou the spell !) 
In the deep wood, and by the fountain-side ; 

Thou must not, my belov'd ! 

Rove where we two have rov'd, 
Forgetting her that in her spring-time died ! 
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FAIRY FAVOÜRS. 



-Give me but 



Something whereunte I may bind my heart ; 
Something to love, to rest upon, to clasp 
Afiection's tendrib round. 



WouLDST thou wear the gift of immortal bloom ? 
Wouldst thou smile in scorn at the shadowy tomb ? 
Drink of this cup ! it is richly fraught 
With balm from the gardens of Genii brought ; 
Drink, and the spoiler shall pass thee by, 
When the young all scatter'd like rose-leaves lie. 

And would not the youth of my soul be gone, 
If the lov'd had left me, one by one ? 
Take back the cup that may never bless, 
The gifl that would make me brotherless ! 
How should I live, with no kindred eye 
To reflect mine immortality ? 
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Wouldst thou have empire, by sign or spell, 
Over the mighty in air that dwell ? 
Wouldst thou call the spirits of shore and steep 
To fetch thee jewels frora ocean's deep ] 
Wave but this rod, and a viewless band 

I 

Slaves to thy will, shall around thee stand. 



And would not fear, at my Coming then, 
Hush every voice in the homes of men ? 
Would not bright eyes in my presence quail ? 
Young checks with a nameless thrill turn pale ? 
No gifi be mine that aside would turn 
The human love for whose founts I yearn ! 

W"ouldst thou then read thro' the hearts of those 
lipon whose faith thou hast sought repose ? 
Wear this rieh gern ! it is charm'd to show 
When a change comcs over affection's glow ; 
Look on its flushing or fading hue, 
And leam if the trusted be false or true ! 
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Keep, keep the gern, that I still may trust, 
Tho' my heart's wealth be but pour'd on dust ! 
Let not a doubt in my soul have place, 
To dim the light of a lov'd one's face ; 
Leave to the earth its warm sunny smile — 
That giory would pass could I look on guile ! 

Say then what boon of my power shall be 
Favour'd of spirits ! pour'd forth on thee 1 
Thou scomest the treasures of wave and mine, 
Thou wilt not drink of the cup divine, 
Thou art fain with a mortaPs lot to rest— 
Answer me ! how may I grace it best ? 

Oh ! give me no sway o'er the powers unseen, 

But a human heart where my own may lean ! 

A friend, one tender and faithful friend, 

"Whose thoughts' free current with mine may blend, 

And leaving not either on earth alone, 

Bid the bright calm close of our lives be one ! 
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A PARTING SONG. 



" Oh ! mes Amis, rappelez tous quelquefois mes vers ; mon atne 
y est empreinte." — Gorinnb. 



When will ye think of me, my friends ? 

When will ye think of me ? — ' 
When the last red light, the farewell of day, 
From the rock and the river is passing away, 
When the air with a deep'ning hush is fraught, 
And the beart grows burden'd with tender thought«-^ 

Then let it be ! 
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When will ye think of me, kind friends ? 

When will ye think of me ? — 
When the rose of the rieh midsummer time 
Is filPd with the hues of its glorious prime ; 
When ye gather its bloom, as in bright hours fled, 
From the walks where my footsteps no more may tread ; 

Then let it be ! 

When will ye think of me, sweet friends 1 

When will ye think of me ? 
When the sudden tears o'erflow your eye 
At the sound of some olden melody ; 
YiThon ye hear the voice of a mountain stream, 
When ye feel the charm of a poet's dream ; 

Then let it be ! 
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Thus let my memory be with you, friends l 

Thus ever think of me ! 
Kindly and gently, but as of one 
For whom 'tis well to be fled and gone ; 
As of a bird from a chain unbound, 
As of a Wanderer whose home is found ; 
So let it be. 



THE END. 
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